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27 HE notice, Your MA]I EST 
bas condeſcended to take 

2 of the following Tragedy, 
emboldens me to lay it, 
| in the humbleſt manner, 

at Your Maj EST:ys Feet. And to 
whom can thi is illuſtrious Carthaginian 
ſo properly fly for protection, as to a 
QM who commands the hearts of 
a People, more powerful at ſea than 
Carthage? more flouriſhing in com- 
merce . thoſe firſ# Merchants? more 
ſecure againſt conqueſt? and, under a 


A 2 Mona: > 


DEDICATION. 


Monarchy, more ph than a a a Common- 
wealth itſelf? 20 2 


I dare not, nor ** oy L here 
attempt a Character, where both the 


great and the amiable Qualities ſhine 


forth in full perfection. ords are 
faint to f. whats unſyefſally felt, 
and acknowledged,” by a haÞpy people. 


Permit me therefore only to ſubſcribe 
my ſelf, with the trueſt zeal, and ve- 
neration, 


M a DaM, 


Your TONER 1 a: | 
Moſt bunbIe 
: 008 die” 
And moſt devoted 


Servant, 


James Tron. 
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FITS T is wot my intention, is this l 
775 end any faults that may ho fornds the 
05 8 following Piece. J am afraid there" ate 
8 8 uf i 100. many But thoſe who are heſt able to 
3 diſover, will be moſt ready io pardin 
them. They alone know bow diffi an undertaking the 
l a tragedy is: and this is a firſt attempt. 
I beg leave only to mention'the reaſon that determined 
oe to make choice 55 this ſubjett. What. pleajed:me par- 
ticularly, tho! perhaps it will nat be leaſt liable 10 ab- 
jefion with ordinary readers, * the great fimplicity 


f the ſtory. e them: gular , ow ag nat 
charged wit h a multiplici 

ing 1 revolutions of | 
may be ex — "nd driven to thr Jul ts 
mult of d r 


This unity of defgn was always ſought ofier, and 

. admired by the antients : and the maſt eminent among 
- the -moderns, who. un derſtood their writings, have cho- 
en to imitate them in this, from an intire canuiſt ian but 
\ the reaſon of it muſt hold good in ail ages. Aud herr al- 
- low me to tranſſate a paſſage. from the celebrated Mon- 
ſieur Racine, which contains all that I baue to en 
- this head. 
„mut not fancy that this . mug 
2 But the caprite of thoſe uh made it. No- 
Why eee but what is probable. 

what probability is there," that, in one Day, 

« Gould  bappen 4 multitude of things, which could. 
« ſcarce happen. in ſeveral Weeks? . There are ſome who! 
& think that this ſimplicity is a' mark of barrenneſs of 
invention. But they do not conſider, that, on the 
| | contrary 


K 


PREFACE. 


« contrary, invention conſiſts in making ſomet out of 
66, yo Thabo and that this huddle of dalle —— always 
ic been the refuge of poets, who did not find in their 
« genius either 3 or jou — 4 to engage their 
«r{feftatgrry,for fipe atis together, by a or tr 
— « e ts Violente|of paſſions, the beauty 

ſentiments; and the nobleneſs of expreſſion: ” 7 
= not be underſtood to mean that all theſe things are 
to be found in my performance: I only ſbe the reader 
<whbat I aimed at, and how 1 would ba ve e . 
Bad it been in my power, 
As to the — of Sophoniſba; in drawing it, 
'T have confined myſelf to the truth of hiſtory, It were 
an affront to the age, to ſuppoſe ſuch a character out 
of nature; eſpecially in a country which has produced jo 
many great examples of public ſpirit and heroic virtues, 
even inthe ſofter ſex : and I bad deſtroyed ber character 
intirely, had I not ' marked it with that ſtrong love to 
her country, diſdain of ſervitude, and — averſion 
zo the Romans, by which all hiſtorians bave diſtinguiſhed 
her. Nor ought her "marrying Maſiniſſa, while her 
former huſband was ſtill alive, to be reckoned a blemiſh 
in her character. For, bythe laws both of Rome and 
Carthage, the captivity of the huſband diſſolved the 
marriage of courſe; as among us impotence, or adultery : 
not to mention the reaſons of a moral and public nativ, 
which I have put into ber own mouth in the Jae be- 
twixt her and Sy phax. 

This is all I bave to ſay of the play itſelf. But J 
cannot conclude without owning my obligations to thoſe 
concerned in the repreſentation. They have indeed done 
me more than juſtice. Whatever was deſigned as amia- 
ble and engaging in Maſiniſſa ines out in Mr. Wiks's 
action. Mrs. Oldfield, in the charater of Sophoniſpa, 
Has excelled what, even in the fondneſi of an author,” I 
could either wiſh or imagine. The grace, dignity, and 
happy variety of her action have been univerſally applaud- 
ed, and are truly admirable; | 


1059 eon 


PROLOGUE. 


4393 By a FRIEND. > AT 


Spoken by Mr. WILLIAMS. 


W HEN learning, frer the long Gothic night, * 


Fair, ver the weſtern world, renew'd bis light, . 


With arts ariſing Sophoniſba roſe - 

The tragic muſe, returning, wept her woes. 
With her i} Italian ſcene 2 — 
And the firſt tears for her were taught to 
Her charms the Gallic muſts next inſpir d: 
Corneille himſelf ſaw, wonder d, and was - M 

Mbat foreign theatres with pride have ſhewn, 

Britain, by juſter title, makes ber own. 

When freedom is the cauſe, tis bers to fight 3 
And bers, uten freedom is the theme, to write. 


For ibis, @ Britiſh Author bids again 


The heroine 5 to grace the Britiſh ſcene. 
Here, as foe breathes her genuine flame : 
She aſts ba oſom has not felt 52 ame? 
Aſts of the Britiſh Youth — 55 filence there ? 
She dares to aſk it of the Britiſh Fair. 

To night, our home-ſpun author would be true, 
At once, to nature, hiſtory, and you, 


Well-pleas'd to give our neighbours due applauſe, 


He owns their learning, but diſdains their laws. 

Not to his patient — or happy flame, 

*7Tis to his Britiſh heart be iruſts "ar fame. 

If France excel him in one free-born thought, 

The man, as well as poet, is in fault, 
Nature! informer of the poet“ art, 

Whoſe force alone can "_ or-melt the heart, 

Thou art his guide; each paſſion, every line, 

Whateer be 3 to he 

Be thou his judge: in every candid breaſt, 

Thy filent wh on er is the ſacred teſt, 


% e, muſt all be thine, 


The 


* wy. "vi a * ” 


7 p 


The Perſons reproſened. 


*% + + > 1 &s ” 


SyPHax, King of * Maſeſylin, ef Mr. Mills. 

Na RvA, Friend t to Moſiniff, | 7 Me. Roberts. 
SC1P10, the Renan General. i. 3 N 
Las his Lieutenant, Tb agree; 


MASINISSA, King of Maſſlia, ; bp Mills, 


Sor RON 1654. 


ruosures, her Friend, 


Meſſenger Save, Guard, and audi. x 
0 
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SCENE a 


The Palace of CIR TUE IM. 


TRAGEDY. 


— 


ACT I. SCENE I. 


SoPHONISBA, PHOENISSA. 


SOPHONISBA, 
Hs hour, Pheniſſa, this important 
_ hour, 
Or fixes me a queen, or from a 
[throne 
Throws Sopboniſba i into Rink chains. 
Deteſted thought! For now his ut- 
mioſt force 


Collected, deſperate, diſtreſs d, and ſore 
From battles loſt ; with all the rage of war, 
Ill-fated Syphax makes his laſt effort. * 
But ſay, A partner of my hopes and fears,” + 
br Hann Ahle from the lofty tower, 
ining eyes 1 8 of battle ſought, © 


SO PHONIS B A. 
Ah, thought you not that our Numidian troops 


Gave up the broken. field, and ſcattering. 
Wild 2 the hills, from the rapacious ſons 8 
Of Rill riumphans Rome 
Pyoznis84. - 3 
: The dream of 8 
And think 05 madam, Syphay can reſign, 
t with his ehbing lite, in this, laſt field, 
A crown, a kingdom, and a a queen he loves 
Beyond ambition's brighteſt with ; for whom, 
Nor mov*d by threats, nor bound b plighted faith, 
He eee ex Roman friendſhip oh fair, name 
For. ſlavery) and from th engagements broke 
Of Scipio, fam'd for every winning art, 
The towering genius of recover'd Rome. 
SoPHONISBA. 

Ob name him not! Theſe Romans ſtir my blood 
To too much rage. I cannot bear the fortune 1 
Of that proud people. — Said you not, Pheniſſa, = 
That Syphax lov*d-me 3 which would fire his battle, 
And urge him on to death or conqueſt ? True, 
He loves me with, the madneſs of deſire ;. . 

His ever) paſſion is a ſlave to love; 
Nor eds he danger where I bid hi SS 
Nor leagues, nor Meret Hence endleſs wars, 
Theſe ravag'd countries, theſe ſugceſsleſs fights, 
ene for Cartbage; whoſe defence alone 
d my loveleſs mamma er i 

But ow you not, that in the, Roman Camp. | 
1 have a Igver co 2,gallant, braye, 4 on 
And diſappointed lover, full of wrath, LT b 8 
1 toa kingd ara EE Ol Lact 

Of Sek nk . 


9 = * ” s 


. EE IT. — — 
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ee, buPholle9 
1 7 20 2 eise n rad 010 


fang .. . to 
Extinguiſh'd ſoon 3 when once to Sciþio's-ſide 
Won o'er, and dazled by th' enchanting glare 
Of that fair ſeeming heroe, he became 
A gay admiring ſlave, yet knew it not. 
Eer fince, my heart has held him in contempt 3 | 
And thrown out each idea of his worth, 
That there began to grow: nay had it been 
As all- poſſeſt, and ſoft, as her's who fits 
In ſecret ſhades, - or by the falling ſtream, 
And waſtes her being in unutter'd pangs, & 
I would have broke, or cur'd it of its fondneſs. 


[nt 4 1 . PHOENISSA, 
Heroic Sophoniſba.! 
WF SOPHONISBA. | 
No, Pheniſſa; 


It is not for the daughter of great A/drubal, 
Deſcended from a long illuſtrious line 
Of Cartbaginian heroes, who have oft 
Fill'd Traly with terror and diſmay, 
And ſhook the walls of Rome, to pine in love, 
Like a deluded maid ; to give her life, | 
And heart high- beating in her country's cauſe, 
Meant not for common aims and houſhold cares, 
To give them up to vain preſuming man; 
Much leſs to one who ſtoops the neck to Rome, 
An enemy to Carthage, Mariſſa: 
| "os . PratN4s84. . 
Think not I mean to check that glorious flame, 
That juſt ambition which exalts your ſoul, . .,. 
Fires on your cheek; and lightens in your eye. 
Let would he had been yours this riſing prince; 
For, truſt me; fame is fond of Maſiniſſa. 
His various fortune, his reſplendent deeds .. -/ - 
His courage, conduct, r youth, 
And vaſt unbroken ſpirit in diſtreſs, ety 


Still ſing ſtronger from the laſt defeat, 
Are all the talk and terror too of Afric., 
Who has not heard the ſtory of his, woes? 
How hard he came to his paternal reign 3. : 
Whence ſoon by _— unrelenting hate, Ay 
D 2 


4 | 


SOPHONISBA. 


And jealous Carthage driven, he with a few 

Fled to the mountains. Then, I think, it was 
Hem'd in a circle of impending rocks, 
That all his followers fell, ſave fifty horſe ; 
Who, thence eſcap*d thro? ſecret paths abrupt, 
Gain'd the Clupean plain. There overtook, 

And urg'd by fierce ſurrounding foes, he burft 
With four alone, ſore wounded, thro? their ranks, 


And all amidſt a mighty torrent plung'd. 


Sciz'd by the whirling gulph, two ſunk ; and two, 
With him obliquely hurried down the ſtream, 
Wrought to the farther ſhore. Th'aſtoniſh'd troops 
Stood check*d, and ſhivering on the gloomy brink, 
And deem'd him loſt in the devouring flood. 

Mean time the dauntleſs, undeſpairing youth 
Lay in a cave conceal'd; curing his wounds 
With mountain-herbs, and on his horſes fed : 

Nor here, even at the loweſt ebb of life, 

Stoop'd his afpiring mind. What need I ſay, 

How once again reſtor*d, and once again 
Expell'd, among the Garamantian hills 


He fince has wander'd, till the Roman arm 


Reviv'd his cauſe? And who ſhall reign alone, 
Syphax or he, this day decides. 

| SOPHON'ISBA, 

J | Enough. 

Thou need'ſt not blazon thus his fame, Pbæniſſa. 
Were he as glorious as the ptide of woman 
Could wiſh, in all her wantonneſs of thought; 
The joy of humankind; wiſe, valiant, good; 
With every praiſe, with every laurel crown'd ; 
The warriour's wonder, and the virgin's ſigh : 
Yet this would cloud him o'er, this blemiſh all ; 
His mean ſubmiſſion to the Roman yoke z 
Thar, falſe to Carthage, Afric, and himſelf, - 
With proferr'd hand and knee, he hither led 
Theſe ravagers of earth. — But while we talk, 
The work of fate goes on ; even now perhaps 
My dying country bleeds in every vein, 
And the warm victor thunders at our gate. 

| SCENE. 


SOPHON;ISBA. 


* - * of _ o 
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SCENE IL 
SoPHoNISBA, PMoENIS8A, and to them'a Mxs- 
SENGER from the Battle, 


SopHox ISBA, 
Ha! 'Whence art thou? Speak, cho chy bleeding 
f wounds 4 
Might well excuſe ch tongue. 

MESSENGER. 


Madam eſcap'd, 
With much ap, from yon wide death— | 
 SOPHONISBA, | | 
No more. 
At once thy meaning flaſhes. o'er. my ſoul. 
Oh all my vaniſh'd hopes! repairleſ chance 
Of undiſcerning war! — And is all loſt? 
An univerſal havock ? 
MESSENGER. 
Madam, all. 
For ſcarce a Maſeſylian, fave my elf, 
But is or ſeiz'd, or bites the bloody Plain. 


The King 
SoPHONISBA. 


A what of him? 
MrsszNOER. 
His fiery ſteed, 
By Maſiniſſa, the Maſſylian prince, 
By Mo x ava him — 4 to his cluſtering foes 3 
And now he comes in chains. 
Sor nos ISBA, 
Tis wond'rous ft, 
Abſolute gods All Afric is in chains! | 
The weeping world in chains! — Oh is there not 
A time, 


SG PHONIS BA. 
A time, a righteous time, reſerv'd in fate, 
When theſe oppreſſors of mankind ſhall feel 
The miſeries they give; and blindly fight 
For their own fetters too? — The conquering troops, 
How points their motion ? 
„ Messzxvof R. 
At my heels they came, 
Loud- ſhouting, dreadful, in a cloud of duſt, 
By Maſiniſſa headed. | 
SOPHONISBA. 
Hark! arriv'd. 
The murmuring crowd rolls frighted to the palace. 
Thou bleed'ſt tb death, poor faithful wretch, 
away, ATR ound, NN 
And aretz thy wounds, if life be worth thy care, 
Tho' Rome, methinks, will Ioſe a ſlave in thee. 
Would Sopboniſba were as near the verge 


Of boundleſs, and immortal liberty! 
ECE 


SCENE: III. 


SOPHONISBA, PHOENISSA. os 
"IM  [Aﬀeer a Pauſe. 


Sorhoxiss 4. 
And wherefore not? When liberty is loſt, 
Let ſlaves and cowards live ; but in the brave 
It were a treachery to themſelves, enough © 
To merit chains. And is it fit for me, - 
Who in my veins, from A/drubal deriv'd, 
Hold Carthaginian enmity to Rome; 
On whom I've laviſh'd all my burning ſoul, 
In everlaſting hate; for whoſe deſtruction 
I fold my joyleſs youth to Syphax?* arms, 


And turn d him fierce upon them; fit for ſuch is : 
| jo 


S@PHOMNES BA 

A native, reſtleſs, unrelenting toc, 

To ſit down ſoftly- — n and av A* A 
Th' approaching victor's rage 3 Erd i in chains 

To grace e 8 and become the ſcorn 


Daze the tnough e ll 

** tl, uy of 
[ Offers. 401 tab 550 i 
nozx Issa. 


Hold, 15 10141 my friend! my. deen 
For whom ani live.) hold your raſh point. 


Nor thro' your guardian boſom ſtab 3 * | 
Thad is qur laſt West er 5 ſure, - 


H. death; 
Tee b ape Maga 5 — — . 
Think not I'd have you li 0 Bo | 
And walk the triumph 8 
No, by 1 — e K aul T 
Ere I beheld ſo vile a ſight, this han — South 1 51 


Scl urge-the ae 94:01) 
And. in the deed CE GAA ade oe wes, * 


Let not 2 ee en: 4 
The beaned fr 41:19 AN 100 


Pee 
ee 0 
And now my edi wt 
One glimpſe of hope, and .f bil en A dT 
Call patience, labour, fer e i d 
The vent unos dax, a and.er 8 I ff Þ 
Nor ſhrink. a5; danger, e 0 0 
ae Lit ro 


Shew 3 ſmalleſt hope Ala, Pg. 
Too kindly conſident 4 — 1 . 


Fled with her ſiſter Liberty — 
The Garamantian hills, to ſome ſteep wild, 
Some undiſcover*d country, where the foot 
Of Rom an cannot "gx | 

Kass „„ 

e there ſhe liy d. 

With Maſi . woundep and forlorn, 
Amidſt the ſerpents, hiſs,” and . yell.— 


Z AA 


N FiO $- 


SopHO - 


8 0 PHONIS BA. 
| A 5: TVIZER 2% 
Why nam'ſt thou him? | 4. 
nn 1 
| | Madam, in this forgive 
My forward zeal ; from him proceeds our hope. 
 Helov'd you once; nor is your form impair'd, 
Warm'd, and unfolded into ſtronger charms : 
Ask his protection from the Roman power, 
You prevail; for Sophoniſba ſure | 
From Maſiniſſa cannot ask in vain. * 
| SOPHONISBA. 8 
Now, by the prompting genius of my counter)! 
I thank thee for the thought. True, there is pain 
Even in deſcending thus to beg protection, 
From that degenerate youth. But oh for the, 
My ſinking country ! and again to gaul | 
This hated Rome, what would I not endure ? 
It ſhall be done, Fre! ok —_— + 72 
Choak'd up my ſtruggling meaning, ſhall Rabe | 
But here I vow, propitious Juno, hear 
Could every pomp and every pleaſure joyn'd, 
Love, empire, glory, a whole kneeling world, 
Unnerve my ſmalleſt purpoſe, and remit 
That moſt inveterate enmity I bear | 
The Roman ſtate; may Carthage ſmoak in ruins! 
Rome riſe the miſtreſs of mankind ! and I, 
There an abandon'd ſlave, drag out a length 
Of life, in loathſome baſeneſs, and contempt ! 
This way the trumpet ſounds ; let us retire. 


nn TIED 


AAGSAAALAAGARE | 


SCENE NV. 


Mas1nrssA, SyruAx in Chains, NARvVA, 
Guards, &c. 


— 


SYPHAX. 


Is there no dungeon in this city? dark, 
As is my troubled foul? That thus I'm brought 
To my own palace, to thoſe rooms of ſtate, 
e 
1 r ſigns o e. 
by ER (looking on bis chains.) 
MaS1N1SSA. | 
I will not wound thee, not inſult thee, Sypbux, 
With a recital of thy tyrant crimes. 
A captive here I ſee thee, fallen below 
My moſt revengeful wiſn; and all the rage, 
The noble- that inſpir · d this morn 
Is ſunk to ſoft compaſſion. In the field, 
The flaming front of war, there is the ſcene 
Of brave revenge; and I have ſought thee there, 
Keen as the hunted lyon ſeeks his foe. 
But wee e « lin enemy; difarm'd, 
And he lies; a falling ſword, an 
N owing, and an arm as — 4 
t. ſoftneſs, then becomes the brave. | 
Now ſleeps the ſword; the paſſions of the field 


Subſide to peace; and m rene et 
Melts at thy fate. 7 


SyPrAx.. 
This, this, Wall Tafead, | 
All I deteſt, this infotence refin; d. 
This barbarous pi \ this affected goodneſs; 
Pitied by thee ! = * a form of death, 


SO PHONIS BA. 


Of torture, and of infamy like that? 
It kills my very ſoul ! — Ye partial gods! 
I feel your worſt; why ſhould I fear you more? 
Hear me, vain youth] take notice — I abhor 
Thy mercy, loath it. — Poiſon to my thoughts ! 
Wouldſt thou be merciful? One way alone 
Thou canſt oblige me. — Uſe me like a ſlave ; 
As I would. thee, (delicious thought!) wert thou 
Here crouching in my power. 
. MAsIxISS4A. 
Outragious man ! 
If that is mercy, I'll be cruel ſtill. 
Nor canſt thou drive me, by thy bittereſt rage, 
To an unmanly deed ; not all thy wrongs, 2 2 
Nor this worſe triumph in them. 
SYPHAX. 
| Ha ! ha! wrongs? 
I cannot wrong thee. When we lanch the ſpear 
Into the monſter's heart, or cruſh the RT + 2 
Deſtroy what in antipathy we hold, ; 
The common foe ; can that be call d a we I» 
Injurious that? Abſurd! it cannot be. 
MasiNn1ssa. 
I'm loth to hurt thee more. — The tyrant works 
Too fierce already in thy rankled breaſt. 
But ſince thou ſeem'ſt to rank me with thy ſelf, 
With great deſtroyers, with perfidious kings 2 
I muſt reply to thy licentious tongue, 
Bid thee remember, whoſe accurſed ſword 
Began this work of death; who broke the ties, 
The holy ties, atteſted by the gods, 
Which bind the nations in the bond of peace ; ; 
Who meanly took advantage of my youth, 
Unſkill'd in foe unſettled on my ang ©: a 
And drove me to the deſart, ie to dwell 
With — monſters; who my cities ſack'd, 
My country pulag's, and my 100 ubjects murder'd ; 
Who ſtill op” me with inveterate hate, 


When generous force prov'd vain, with ruffian arts, 1 
The villain's dagger, bake aſſaſſination, 4 7 


And 


8 O0 PHONIS BA. 3 
And for no reaſon all. Brute violence | © + 
Alone an plea. — What the leaſt provocation, - 


Say, thou but pretend? 
SYPHAX, - 
I needed none. 
Neon has in my being ſown the ſeeds 


Of conn to thine. — Nay mark me this. 
Couldft thou reſtore me to my former ſtate, 
Strike off theſe chains, give me the ſword again, 
The ſceptre, and the wide-obedient war : 
Yet muſt I ſtill, implacable to thee, 
Seek eagerly thy death, or die my ſelf. 
Life cannot hold us both! — *.— ods ! 
Who love to diſappoint mankind, and take 
All Vengeance to your ſelves ; why to the point 
Of my long-flatter*d wiſhes did ye lift me, 
Then ſink. me thus ſo low? Juſt as I drew 
The glorious ſtroke that was to make me happy, 

Why did you blaſt my; ſtrong extended arm ? 
Strike the dry {word unſated to the ground? 
But that to mock us is your cruel Wort? 
What elſe is human life ? Fo | 

Mas1N1$$4, 
Thus always join'd 

With an inhuman heart, and brutal Manners, | 
Is irreligion to the ruling 4 gods; | 
Whoſe ſchemes our ſh ignorance arraigns, 
Our thoughtleſs pride, Thy loſt condition, 9 
Is nothing to the tumult of thy breaſt. 
There lies the ſting of evil, there the drop. - 
That poiſons nature. Le myſterious wers 4% £ 
Whoſe ways are ever-gracious, ever, 
As ye think wiſeſt, belt, bby $I Ca e 
But, whether thro* your gloomy depths 1 wander, 
Or on your moun walk; give me che.calm | . : 
The ſteady, ſmiling { — + hare wiſdom 1 
Eternal ſunſhine OY «|; 
1 hen, if misfortune, — e lle brings along. 
"The braveſt virtues... And ſo many great 
n ſpirits have convers'd with woe, 

| C 2 The 
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(The pride of adverſe fate |) as ate enough 
To conſeerate diſtreſs, and make even 2 
Ambition. 


— 


SvypPHAx. 
Torture] Racks! The common trick 
Of inſolent ſueceſs, unſuffering pride, 
This prate of patience, and I know not what. 
*Tis all a lie, impracticable rant; 
And only tends to make me ſcorn thee more. 
But «. this talk? In mercy fend me hence; 
Yet— ere I go Oh fave me from diſtraction 
I know, hot youth, thou-burneſt for my queen; 
But by the majeſty of ruin*d kings, | 
And that commanding glory which ſurrounds My 
I charge thee touch her not 
Mas1ntssA. 
N. 24 No, Syphax, no 
Thou need not charge me. eee indeed, 
A triumph that to thee. But could I toop © 
Again to love her; Thou, what right haſt thou, 
A captive, to her bed? Nor life, nor queen, 
Nor ought, a captive has. All laws in this, 
Roman and C arthaginian, all agree. 
SYPHAX. 
Here, here, begins the bitterneſs of death! 
Here my chains grind me firſt ! 
an 


Poor Sophoniſba! 


She too bega the prize of conquering: Rome 3 


What moſt her heart abhors. Alas, how hard 
Will ſlavery ſit on her exalted foul! 

How piteous hard] But, if I know her well, 
She never will endure it, ſhe will. die. | 
For -not- a Roman burns with: nobler ardor, 
Ac higher ſenſe of liberty than ſhe; 
And x * {He mar ee, her only ſtain, 
Falſe to my youth and faithileſs to my vows; 
Yet, Lmuſt on it; from a wortfry cauſe, 
From publitks ſpirit did her fault proceed. 


SYPHAX. 


G bl. 


Srrnax. 


a 


Blue plagues, an 4 p96. on thy alleging) . 


Talk not of her; for every 9010 of her 
Is a keen dagger, griding thro* my heart. 
Oh, for à lonely dungeon ! w re Frather, . age 7 


Would talk with i my own.groatis, 1185 
Than in the ply! of She d vic the. * 
Hell ! Whither muſt I go? 
MagintssA. ie nia 
1 | —— man 
And is thy breaſt determin'd againſt peace, 
On comfort ſhut ? 
- SyPHAX, .. 
On all, Hut Math, from thee. 
Masini1ssA. 
Narva, be Syphax thy peculiar care; 
And uſe him well with tenderneſs and honour. 
This evening Lelius, and to morrow Scipio, 


To Cirtha come. Then Koche Romans take 
Their priſoner. 
N ens 


There ae 
Acroſs the Slot 
Breathes in che N — 

grows RET r - 


821 


Mas1n1s8A alone. 


What dreadful havoc in the human breaſt | 
The paſſions make, when unconfin'd, and mad, 
They burſt, unguided by the mental eye, | 
The, light of reaſon ; which in various wa 
* or turns them back 4 15 
ſave 
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O fave me from the tumult of the ſoul ! 
From the wild beaſts within !'— For circling, ſands, 
bikes =, ſwift n whelms Ge. Ls er * 
The roaring deeps that to the clouds ariſe, 

While thwarting thick the mingled li ightning flies; 
The monſter-brood to which this land gives birth, 
The blazing city, and the gaping earth ; 
All deaths, all tortures, in one pang combin- d, 
Are gentler to the. tempeſt of the mind. 


The End of the Firſt Adi. 


$0PHONETS BA” 


A C T II. SCENE. * 
NIasinissa, Nazva, | 


Mas1NISSA, 

— Tis true, my friend, 75 
Thou good old man, by whom my youth v was form' d, 
The firm companion of my various life, 
I own, tis true, that Sophoniſba's image 
Lives in my boſom ſtill ; and at each glance | 
I take in — of the bright idee, 
A . ſtrange diſorder PF on my ſoul, 


Which burns with ſtrong eager pars: "Need I ay 

How once ſhe had my vows? Ti on came, 

Reſiſtleſs man 7 a deſc 

And ſnatch'd me from the Cn 425 fide 

To nobler Rome ; beneath whoſe laurePd brow, 

And ample eye, the nations grow polite, - 

Humane and happy. Then thou may ft remember, 

Such is this woman's high impetuous ſpirit, 

That all-controuling love ſhie bears her country, 

Her Carthage ;, that at this ſhe facrific'd 

To Syphax, unbelov!d; her blooming Years, . 

And won him off from Nome. | 
| „ 206, 

| My generous prince 

Arphen Afric of thy 74 approves. 

Fame claps her wings, and virtue {miles on thee, 

Of peace thou ſoftner, and thou ſoul of war ! 

But oh beware of that fair foe to glory, 

Woman! and moſt of Cartbaginian woman! 

Who has not heard of fatal Punic guile ? 


Of their ſly conqueſts? their inſidious leagues ?- 
i Their 


z 


0 


 SOP.HONTSBA., 
Their A/drubals? their Hannibals? with all 
Their wily heroes? And, if ſuch their men 
What muſt cheir women bs? 

MasixissA. 

| Tou make me ſmile, 
I thank thy honeſt zeal. But never dread 
The firmneſs of my heart, my ſtrong attachment, 
Severe to Rome, to,Scipia, and to Glory. 
Indeed, I cannot, would not quite forget 
The grace of Sopboniſig; how ſhe look'd, 
And talk*d, and mov'd, a Pallas, or a Juno 
Accompliſh'd eyen in trifles, when ſhe ſtoop'd 
Ambition's flight, and with a ſoften'd eye 
Gaye her quick fpirit into gayer life. 
Then every word was livelineſs, and wit ; 2 
We heard the Muſes? ſong; and the dance ſwam 
Thro? all the maze of harmony. I flatter not, 
Believe me, Narva; yet my panting foul, 
To Scipio taken in the fair purſuit 25 
Of fame, and for my people's happineſs, 
Reſign'd this Sopboniſha; and tho* now 
Conſtrain'd by ſoft neceſfity to, fee her, 
And ſhe a captive in my power, will ſtill 
Reſign her. = Ftp mb; ad 3 


NaRvA. bi 

Let me not doubt thy fortitude, 
My Maſiniſſa, thy exalted purpoſe 
Not to be loſt in love; but ah | we know not, 
Oft, till experience ſighs it, ta the ſoul, 

The boundleſs witchcraft" of enſnaring woman, 
And our own flip hearts. From Scipia learn 
The temperance of heroes. Pl] recount OR 
Th inſtructive ſtory, what theſe eyes beheld ; 
Perhaps you've heard it; but tis pleaſing ſtill, 
Tho! told a thouſand times. 15 

0 MastwissA. | TH 
| 888 I.! burn to hear it. 

Loſt by my late misfortunes in the deſart, 
J liv'd a ſtranger to the voice of fame, rat 
To Scigio's laſt, exploits. Exalt me now. 

| my b Great 


80 PHONIS8 8A. 


Great actions raiſe the mind. But when a friend, 
A. Scipio does them; then with more chan e. 
Even with a ſort of wanity we liſten. 
NaRvA. 

When to his glorious, firſt eſſay in war, 
New Carthage fell; there all the flower of Spain 
Mere kept in hoſtage ; a full field preſenting 
For Scipio's generoſity to ſhine. | 

And then -it was, that when the heroe wi 
How I to thee belong'd, he with large gifts, 
And NO words diſmiſs*d me. | 
. MAsSIxISSA. 

I remember. 

And in his favour -thatimpreſg'd me firſt. 
But to thy ſtory. | 


* 
* 
. 


Narva. 

| What with 3 
Struck every heart, was this A noble virgin, 
Conſpicuous far o'er all the captive i 
Was mark'd the general's prize. She wept, and bluſtd, 
Young, freſh, and blooming like the morn. An; . 
As when the blue ſky trembſes thro' a cloud 
Of pureſt white. A ſecret charm combinꝰd | 
Her features, and-infus*d enchantment thro? them. 
Her ſhape was harmony, — But eloquence: 
Beneath her beauty fails; which ſeem' d, on  purppſe, 
Pour'd out by+laviſh' nature, that mankind 
Might ſee-this action in its . — luſtre. 7 
Soft, as ſhe paſs d along, with downcaſt 8. 
Where gentle e ſorrow ſwell'd, and now . 
Dropt Oer her modeſt cheek a trickling tear, 
The Roman legions lai uiſh'd 3 and N 4p 
Felt more than pity. 'Even'Scipifis elf,” 
As on his high tribunal rais'd he fat, 
Turn'd from the piercing ſight; and ad ian d. 
His officers, if by this gift they mean 
To cloud his glory in its very dawn. 


MAsIN Is A4. 1 
| OhGods! my flucering heart} On, ene as 


* 2 | D Nakrva, 


— — ́ ect. 
. 
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Neelie ois 7 
She queſtion'd of her birth, in trembling accents, 
With tears and bluſhes broken, told her tale. 
But when he found her royally deſcended, | 
Of her old captive parents the ſole joy; 
And that a hapleſs Celtiberian prince, | 
Her lover 3nd belov'd, forgot his chains, 
His Toft dominions, and for her alone 
Wept out his tender ſoul ; ſudden the heart 
Of this. young, conquering, loving, godlike Roman 
Felt all the great divinity of virtue. 
His wiſhing youth ſtood check*d, his tempting power. 


By infinite humanity — 
| | Masin1ss4. 
Well, well; 
And then! RY 7 | 
oak NARVA. 


Difdaining. guilty doubt, at once 
He for her parents and her lover call'd. 


The various ſcene imagine: How his troops 


Look'd dubious on, and wonder'd what he meant; 

While ſtretch'd below the trembling fuppliants lay, 

Rack'd by a thouſand mingling paſſions, fear, 

Hope, jealouſy, diſdain, ſubmiſſion, grief, 

Anxiety, and love in every ſhape.. 

To. theſe as different ſentiments ſucceeded, 

As mixt emotions, when the man divine 

Thus the dread ſilence to the lover broke. 

« We both are young, both charm'd. The Right 
e 35 

Has put thy beauteous miſtreſs. in my power; 


With whom I. could, in the moſt ſacred ties, 


Live out a happy life: But know that Romans 

Their hearts as well as enemies can conquer. 

© Fhen take her to thy ſoul; and with her take 

Thy liberty and kingdom. In return | 

I aſk no more, but, when you view, theſe eyes, 

« Theſe charms, with tranſport, be a friend to Rome. 
| MasrNnissa. 


* There ſpoke the ſoul of Scipio — But the Lovers? 


NARA. 


8 OPHONIS BA. 19 
NaRvA. 

Joy an and extatic wonder held them mute: 

While the lowd camp, and all the cluſtring Ged. 

That hung around, rang with repeated ſhouts. 

Fame took th' rm. and thro? reſounding Spain 

Blew faſt the fair report; which, more than arms, 

Admiring nations to the Romans Sin d, 

MAstxISS A. 

My friend in glory | thy awaken'd prince 

Springs at thy faithful tale. It fires my ſoul, 

And nerves each thought anew ; apt oft perhaps," 

Too much, too much to flacken into love. 

But now the ſoft oppreſſion flies; and all © 

My mounting powers expand to deeds e thine, 

Thou pattern and inſpirer of m 

Scipio, thou firſt of men, and bel cg of friends! © 
What man of ſoul would live, my Narva, breath 

This idle-puffing element; and run, 

Day after day, the ſtill- returning round 

Of life's mean offices, and fickly joys; 

But in compaſſion to mankind? to be 

A guardian God below? to diſſipate 

An ardent being in heroic aims? 1 

Do ſomething vaſt] great like what you told? 

Something to raiſe him o'er the groveling herd, 

And make him ſhine for ever? — Oh, my friend ! þ 

Bleed every vein about me; every nerve 

With anguiſh tremble ; every ſinew ake; p 

Be toil familiar to my limbs; ambition | 

Mix all my thoughts in an inceflant whirl ; 

The third time may I loſe my kingdom; and again 

Wander the falſe inhoſpitable Byrd tt + 

Yet oh, ye liberal Gods ! in rich award, 

And 9 {t recompence — I aſk no more 

Share me the wreath 'of fame from . 
But toe, ſhe comes ! W EA Fi 


* 
2 
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SCENE II. 
MasinissA, SoPHoNISBA, NARA, PHOENISSA. 


SOPHONISBA, 


Behold, victorious prince! the ſcene revers'd; 
And Sophoniſba kneeling here; a captive, | 
O'er whom the Gods, thy Fortune, and thy Virtue, - 
Have given unqueſtion'd power of life and death. 
If ſuch a one may raiſe her ſuppliant voice, 

Once muſic to thy ear; if ſhe may touch 

Thy knee, thy purple, and thy victor-hand ; 

Oh liſten, Maf 7 — Let thy ſoul 

Intenſely liſten! While I fervent pray, 

And ſtrong adjure thee, by that regal ſtate, 

In which with equal pomp we lately ſnone 

By the Numidian name, our common boaſt ! 

And by thoſe houſhold gods! who may, I with, 
With better omens take thee to this palace, 

Than, Syphax hence they ſent. As is thy pleaſure, | 
In all beſide determine of my „ 
This, this alone I beg. Never, oh never ! 

Into the cruel, proud, and hated power 

Of Romans let me fall. Since angry heaven 

Will have it ſo, chat I muſt be a ſlave, 

And that a galling chain muſt bind theſe hands „ 

It were ſome little ſoftning in my doom, 

To call a kindred ſon of the ſame clime, 

A native of Numidia, my lord. 

But if thou canſt not ſave me from the Romans, 

If this fad favour be beyond thy power; 

At leaſt to give me death is what thou canſt. 

Here ſtrike my naked boſom courts thy ſword ; 
And my laſt breath ſhall bleſs thee, Ma/ini/a. 


Mas1- 


$ @P HON = 954. 

| - Magi 10 | 
Riſe, Sopboniſba, riſe. To nec thus - t 
Is a revenge I ſcorn; and all the man 
Within me, though much injur'd by thy pa. | 
And ſpirit towtempeſtuous for thy ſex; - - 


Yer bluſhes/to. behold- chus at my feet, 2 


Thus oralkngs low, her, for whom kings have kneel'd, 
The faire; but the falſeſt of her'ſex. - 
SOPHONISBA, 
Spare th reproach. — *Tis cruel thus to loſe 
In ranckling diſcord, and ungenerous ſtrife, 
The few remaining moments that divide me 
From the laſt evil, Rug. — Roman — 
Yes, ſhut thy heart againſt me. Shut th 
Againſt compaſſion, every human — ok | 
Even recollected love: et know, raſh Youth! 
That when thou ſeeſt me ſwell their 
Thou ſeeſt thy ſelf in me. This is my day 4: -. 
To morrow may be thine. But here, es 
Here will I lie on this vile earth, forlorn, 
Of hope abandon'd, ſince deſpis'd by thee ; 
Theſe locks all looſe and ſordid in ** duſt; 
This ſullied boſom growing to the ground. 
Scorch'd up with 42 and of every ſhape 
Of miſery full: till comes the ſoldier fieree 
From recent blood; and, in thy very eye, 
Lays raging his rude ſanguinary graſp 1 
On theſe weak limbs; and clinches them in chains, : 
Then if no friendly ſteel, no-neftar'd draught 
Of deadly poiſon, can enlarge my foul 3. _// 
It will jndigngnt burſt from a gane, bod, 
And, Join d e wy Dido, ſeorn ye all. - if cf 
asINISS . 

Oh Sophonifha | tis not ſafe to bear thee 3 
And 1 miſtook ; my H u. 0 e 

| SorH0N ien. f 

Tou ſhall not, Mie! 

Here will 1 held you, tremble here for en 
Here unremitting grow, till you conſent. 8 


lofty * 


21. 


22 80 PHONIS BA. 
And can'ſt thou think, oh! canſt thou think to 
leave me? 
Expos' d, defenceleſs, wretched, here alone? 
A prey to Romans fluſh'd with blood and conqueſt? 1 
The ſubject of their ſcorn or baſer love? 
Sure Maſiniſſa cannot; and, tho* chang'd, 
Tho? cold as that averted look he wears ; 5 
Sure love can ne*er in generous breaſts be loſt 
To that degree, as not from ſhame and omg 
To ſave N once they lov'd. | 
| Mas1nissA. 1 10 
-  - Enchantment! Madneſs ! 
What would'ſt thou, Sophoniſba '/ — Oh my _— ! 
My treacherons heart ! 
 - SOPHONISBA, 
h | What would I, Ma wiſa? 
My mean Requeſt fits bluſhing on my cheek. 
To be thy ſlave, young prince, is what I beg; 
Here Sophoniſba kneels to be thy flave; 
Yet kneels in vain. - But thou'rt a ſlave thy ſelf, 
And canſt not from the Romans ſave one woman; 
Her, who was once the triumph of thy ſoul; 
E' er they ſedue*d it by their lying glory. 
Immortal gods ma am 1 gallen 4 ſo — "rh 
Scorn'd by a lover? by a ſlave to Rome? © 
Nought can be worth this baſeneſs, life, nor empire 
I loath me for it. — On this kinder earth, 
Then leave me, leave me, to deſpair and death 
MASsTNISSs A. 
What means this conflict with almighty ber 
With the whole warring heart? — Riſe, 1 ue riſe, 
In all the conquering majeſty of charms, - 
O Sopboniſba, riſe | while here I ſ wear, | 
By the tremendous powers that rule mankmd ! 
By heaven and earth, and hell! by love, and glory! 
The Romans ſhall not hurt you — Romans cannot; 
1 5 For Rome is generous as the gods themſelves, 
And honours, not inſults, a generous foe. 
Tet ſince you dread them, take this ſacred pledge, 
This hand of ſurety, by which kings are bound z - 


By 


-* 


** pa 
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e 


.SOPONISBA. 


By which I hold you mine, and vow to treat you, 
ith all the rev*rence due to ruin'd ſtate, 
Wich all the ſoftneſs of remember d love, 
All that can ſooth thy fate, and make thee happy. 
SOPHONISBA, 
I thank thee, Maſiniſſa ! now the fame ; 
The ſame warm youth, exalted, full of ſoul;. 
With whom in happier days I want to paſs 
The ſighing hour: while, dawning fair in love, 
All ſong and'ſweetneſs, life ſet- joyous out 3 
Ere the black tempeſt of ambition roſe, . _ 
And drove us different ways. Thus dreſs'd in war, 
In nodding plumes, o'ercaſt with fallen thought, 
With purpos'd vengeance dark, I'knew thee-not 3 
But now breaks out the beawttous ſun anew, 
The gay Numidian ſhines who warm'd me once, 
Whole love was'glory-— Vain ideas, hence! 
Long ſince my heart, to nobler paſſions nn. 
Has your acquaintance ſcorn'd. 
 Masin1ss4., 
| 1 Wh! while you talk, 

Enchanting flir one ! my deluded thought 
Runs back to- days of love; when fancy till. 
Found worlds of beauty, ever riſing nem 
To the tranſported eye; when flattering owe? 
Form'd endleſs proſpects of increaſing bliſs; 
And ſtil the credulous heart believ*d them all, 
Even more than love could ptomiſe. —Buc the ſcene - 
Is full of danger for a tainted eye; 
I muſt not, dare not, will not look that wa 
O hide it, wiſdom, glory, — L view N. 
Or in ſweet ruin I ſhall fink 

Diſaſter clouds thy — e- 
Retire, and from = troubles of the dax 
Repoſe thy weary ſoul ; worn out with care, 
| 1 700g units PF thought. - lt 


 SopHoNISBA. TRY F 

A LKen May Majin 

Nor wans the goodnes he kus ſhewr to me. BY 
call „ ITEM 


"24 


And raiſes love to glory. 


6.4 ao 


SOPHONIBR A, 


ce 11. SY 


tia 1 05 


MAsTxVISsA, NARVA. 


MasiwnTrssa, 


The danger's o'er, I've heard the Syren's ſong, 


Yet ſtill to glory hold my ſteady courſe. 155 
I mark'd thy kind concern, thy friendly fears, 


And own them juſt; for ſne has beauty, Narva, 


So full, ſo perfect, with ſo great a ſoul 
Inform'd, ſo pointed high with ſpirit, | 
As ſtrikes like lightning from the hand of Joe,. 


ARVA. 
LEM Ah, my Prince! 

Too true, it is too true; her fatal charms - 7 

Are powerful, and to Maſini ſſa's heart Gf 

But know the way too well. And art thou ſure, 

That the ſoft poiſon, which within thy veins 

Lay unextinguiſh'd, is not rouz'd a new? 

Is not this moment working thro? thy ſoul ? 


0 
* 


Doſt thou not love? Confeſs. 


: Masin 1854. | 
| What ſaid my friend, 
Of poiſon? love? of loving Sopheni/ba? - 5 


Yes, I admire her, wonder at her beauty; ;; 


And he who does not is as dull as earth, 
The cold unanimated form of man, 


Eber lighted up with the celeſtial fire. 10 
Wheree'r ſhe goes ſtill admiration gazes, 14 

And liſtens while ſhe talks. Even thou thy ſelf, - 
Who faw'ſt her with the malice of a friend, 


Even thou thy ſelf admirꝰ'ſt her. Doſt thou nor? _ - 


_NaRrva, 


$OPHONISB&A "If 
 Naxvys, | 
She has Charms indeed; 
But has ſhe chars like virtue? Tho majeſtic: iv 
Does the command us, is her force like glory? 
TW: MasS1NnissA. 
All * s in ber eye! Perfection thenſee 
Looks from his throne; and on her ample brow 
Sits majeſty. Her features glow with life, 410 
Warm as & heroic ſoul. Her mien! = the "_ 
As when a towering goddeſs treads this earth. 
But when her language flows; when ſuch! a one 
Deſcends to ſooth, to ſigh, to. weep, to graf 
The tottering knee. hl Narva, IEG: * 
1 here} is dumd. not al 
NARVA. 5 
Alas! my SK, 
Is this the talk of ſober admiration? _ 
Are theſe the ſallies of a heart at caſe ? 
Of Scipio's friend? And was it the calm ſenſe 
Of fair perfection, that, the while ſhe kneePd d 
For what you. raſhly promis'd, ſeiz d your foul; 60 
Stole out in ſecret tranſports from your eye; 
That writh*d you groaning round, * * your: 


Frame. 
1 


I tell thee once again, too cautious man, | 

That when a woman begs, a matchleſs woman 

A woman once belov'd, a fallen queen, | 

A Sophoniſba! when ſhe twines her charms  . 

Around our ſoul, and all her power of looks, 

Of tears, of ſighs, of ſoftneſs, plays upon us; 

He's more or leſs than man who can reſiſt her. 

For me, my ſtedfaſt foul approves, nay more, 

Exults in the protection ĩt has promis*d... 

And nought, tho? plighted honour did not bind me, 

Shall ſhake the happy purpoſe of my heart; 

Nought, by th*avenging gods! who heard my vow, 

And hear me now again, 
| 2 


E. NARvA. 
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SOPHONISBA 


NARvA. 
And was it then 
For * you nr 
Masiutss4. 
Tes, and triumph in it. 
This was my fondeft wiſh; che very point, 
The plume of glory, the delicious prize 
Of bleeding years. And I had been a brute, 
A greater monſter than Numidia breeds, 
A horror to my ſelf; if on the ground, 
Caſt vilely from me, I th'illuſtrious fair one 
Had left to bondage, bitterneſs, and death. 
Nor is there ought in war worth what I feel; 
In pomp and hollow ſtate, like this ſweet ſenſe - 
Of infelt bliſs ; which the reflection gives me, 
Of faving thus ſuch excellence and beauty 
From her ſupreme abhorrence. 
: NARVA. 
| | Maſiniſſa, 
My friend ! my royal lord ! alas! 4 flide, 
You ſink from virtue. On the giddy brink 
Of fate you ſtand, — One ftep, and all is loſt ! 
Masinissa. 
No more, no more! if this is being loſt. 
If this, miſtaken ! is forſaking virtue, 
And ruſhing down the precipree of fate; 
Then down I go, far far beyond the din F.. 
Of ſcrupulous dull precaution. — Leave me, Narva. 
I want to be alone, to find ſome Shade, | 
Some ſolitary gloom ; there to ſhake off 
This weight-of life, this. tumult of mankind, 
This ſrek ambition on it ſelf receiling; 
And there to liſten to the gentle voice, 
The ſigh of peace, fomething, I know not what, 
That _— tranſport to is heart. nn 


SCENE 


SOPHONALISEA 


SCENE Tv. 


& 1 . 
Struck, and he knows.it not. — So when the field, 
Elate in heart, the warriour ſcorns to yield ; - 
Lhe ay blood tan, ſcarce e 
Nor will he + hecwynnd ene e 


D 


ACT m. SCENE I. 
MasSINISSA alone. 


N vain I wander thro” the ſhade for peace; 

7 3 *Tis' with the calm alone, the pure of 

heart, 

That there the goddeſs talks— But in my 
| breaſt 

Some buſy thought, ſome ſecret-eating pang, 

| Throbs inexpreſſible; and rowls from — What? 
From charm to charm, on Sophoni/ba ſtill 

Earneſt, intent, devoted all to her. 

Oh it muſt out! .. Tis love, —_— love! 
Returning on me with a ſtronger tide. 

I'll doubt no more, but give it up to love. 

Come to my breaſt, thou roſy-ſmiling god ! 

Come unconfin'd ! bring all thy joys along, » 
All thy ſoft cares, and mix them | copious here. 

But why invoke I thee? Thy power is weak, 
To Sophoniſbg's eye, thy quiver poor, 

To the reſiſtleſs lightning of her form: 
And dull thy bare infinuating arts, ss 
To the ſweet mazes of her flowing tongue. 

Quick, let me fly to her; and there forget 
This tedious abſence, war, ambition, noiſe, 

Even friendſhip's ſelf, the vanity of fame, 

And all but love, for love is more than all! 


SCENE 


80 PHONIS BA: 


SCENE IL 


MasixISs A, NARA. 


MasINSSSA. 


Welcome again, my friend, — Come nearer, Narvs; 
Lend me thine arm, and! will tell thee all, | 
Unfold my ſecret heart, whoſe every pulſe 

With Sopboniſba beats. — Nay hear me out 

Swift, as I mus'd, the conflagration ſpread ; | 
At once too ſtrong, too general, to be quench'd. 
I love, and I a prove. it, doat upon her, : 
Even think theſe minutes loſt I talk with thee. 
Heavens ! what emotions have poſſeſs'd my ſoul ! 
Snatch'd by a moment into years of paſſion, 


NARA. 
Ah „ 1— 
| Masi1n1ssa. 
Argue not unt m. me. 
Talk down the circling winds that lift the deſart; 


And, touch'd by Heaven, when all — foreſts blaze, 


Talk down. the flame, but not m — — love. 
I have for love a thouſand tho 
Dear to the heart, and — — 91 ry 
My ready W all riſing, reſtleſs all, 
Are a perpetual ſpring of tenderneſs ; 
Oh! Sopboniſba Sophonifba 1 oh |! 

NARA. „* 
Is this deceitful day then come to nought? 
This day, that ſet thee on a double throne? 
That gave thee Syphax chain'd, thy deadly foe? 
With perfect — crown'd chas, perfect ne 
Is it ſo ſoon eclips d? and does yon ſun, 
Yon 1 ſun, who this fair morning ſaw. thee 


: 


. 


2 


r the poor account of life compleat, 


SOCP HONISBA. 


Ride through the ranks of long extended war, 
As radiant as himſelf ; with every glance 
Wheeling the pointed, Ales, and, when the ſtorm, 
Began, beheld thee tread the rifing ſurge 
Of battle high, and drive it on the foe ; 
Does he now, bluſhing, fee thee ſunk ſo weak? 
Caught in a ſmile? hs captive of a look ? 
I cannot name it without tears, 
_ _ Masinissa. 

Away! 
I'm fick of 1 war, of the deſtroying trade, 
Smooth*d o'er, and gilded with the name of glory. 
Thou need'ſt not ſpread the martial field to me; 
My happier eyes are turn'd another way, 
Behold it not; or, if they de, behold it 
Shrunk up, far off, a. viſionary ſcene ; 
As to the waking man appears the dream. 


RVA. 
Or rather as realities. appear, 
The virtue, pomp, and dignities of life, 
In ſick diſorder'd dreams, 

MAsINISSA. 

Think not I ſcorn 
The taſk of heroes, when oppreſſion rages, 
And lawleſs violence confounds the world. 
Who would not bleed with tranſport for his country, 
Tear every. dear relation from his heart, | 
And greatly. die to make a people happy; 
Ought not to taſte of happineſs himſelf, 
And is low-ſouÞd: indeed — But ſure, my friend, 
There is a time for love, or life were vile! 
A ſickly circle of revolving days, 
Led on by hope, with ſenſeleſs hurry filPd, 
And clos'd by diſappointment. Round and round, 
Still hope for ever wheels. the daily cheat; | 
Impudent hope! unjoyous madneſs all! 
Till love comes in, with his kind hours, 
His healing lips, his cordial ſwaets, his cares. 
Infuſing joy, his joys ineffable.! 


tot 


— — —— — 


s Nö 


And juſtify the was | 


__ "Miſtaken? Prince, 
I blame not love. But 
Mas1wTrssa. 
Slander not my paſſion. 
P've ſuffer'd thee too far. — Take heed, old man. 
Love will not bear an accuſation, Narva. 
NARA. | 
I'll ſpeak the truth, when truth and friendſhip call, 
Nor fear thy frown unkind. a. Thou haſt no mp 
To Sophoniſba ; ſhe belongs to Rome. 
MAsTNISSA. 
Ha ! ſhe belongs to Rome. Tis true — My thoughts 
Where have you wander'd, not to think of chis f 
Think &er I promis d? eier I od? Confuſion! 
I know not what I ſay — T hoald have lov'd, 
Tho? Fove in muttering thunder had forbid it. 
But Rome will not refuſe ſo fmall a boon, 
Whoſe gifts are kingdoms ; Rome muſt grant it fure, 
OY tive to my with, one poor requeſt, 
ſmall to them, — oh ſo dear to me 
Here let my heart confide. 
NARA. 
Deluſive love 
Thro what wild is che frantick mind 
Beguil'd by thee? — And think'ft thou that the Ro- 
mans, 
The ſenators of Rome, theſe gods on earth, 
Wile, ſteady to the right, ſeverely juſt, 
All incorrupt, and like eternal fate 
Not to be mov'd, will liſten to che ſig © 
Of idle love? They, when vent yr eg 
Who know no pain, no tenderneſs, ne joy, 
But bid their children bleed before their eyes; 
That they' II regard the light fantaſtick pangs. 
Of a fond heart? and with thy kingdom give thee 
Their moſt inyeterate fo; from̃ their rm fide, - 
Like Sypdux, to delude thee ?' and the poinr- 
Of their own bounty on themſelves to turn? 


a; 1 Thou 


z3t 


8 0 PHONIS BA. 
Thou canſt not hope it ſure. — Impoſlible ! 


Mas1NnissA. 
What ſhall I do? —Be now the friend exerted. 
For love and honour preſs me; love and honour, : 
All that is dear and excellent in life, 
All that-or ſooths the man or lifts ie heroe, 
Bind my ſoul deep. 
NARVA. 
Raſh was your vow, my lord. 
I know not what to counſel, our vo you vow'd, / 
You vow'd what was not in your power to grant; 
And therefore *tis not binding. | | 
MasinissaA. | 
| Never! Never! 
Oh never will I falſify that vow ! 
Fer then deſtruction ſeize me] Yes, ye Romans, 
If it be ſo, there, take your pv cry back, 
Your royal gewgaws, all | for Sophoniſba ! 

Hold, — Let me think a while It ſhall be ſo! 
By all ch inſpiring gods that prompt my thought! 
This very night ſhall ſolemnize our vows; 

And the next joyous ſun, that viſits Afric, 

See Sophoniſba ſeated on my throne. — 

Then if they ſpare her not, — not ſpare my queen. — 

Perdition on their ſtubborn pride calPd virtue ! 

Be theirs the world, but Sophoniſba mine 
NARVA. 

And is it poſſible, ye Gods, that rule us! 

Can Maſiniſſa in his pride of TOR. 

In his meridian glory ſhinin ng. wide, 

The light of Afric, and the friend 'of Scipio | ; 

He take a woman to the nuprial bed, 

Who ſcorn'd him for a tyrant, old, and peeviſh, 

His rancorous foe ? and gave her untouch'd bloom, 


Her ſpring of charms to Syphax ? 
| Masin1ssa. 


Horrid bp! 


T his, this, has thrown a ſerpent to my heart; 
While it o'erflow'd with tenderneſs, with ; Joy, 7 5 
P 1 1 


So PHONTS A. 3480 
Wich all the ſweetneſs of exultin ng love 3 
Now nought but gall is there, an burning po offan !- 
Yes, it was ſo! — > Curſe on her vain jr 2 Tay 
What had her medling ſex to do with ftates ? 
The Bufineſs of men For Hum! for Syphax!  - 4 * 
Forſook for him! my love for his gro Neb! 
The thought i helf! — Oh T had Peaſe! 
A world of indi pation, ars of ſcorn 
But her ſad cupplia tant witchcraft ſoot ir down. 
Where is ſhe now? 1 ic may burff upon her ; . 
Bear her unbounded from me, don the, torrent, 
Far, far away ! And tho? my plighted faith,” 
Shall fave her from the Romans, yet to tet det. 
That I will never, never ſee her more 
Ha ! there = comes. rea fair one en 


me. ren en | 5 itt A 
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Forgive this quick return, — The rage, conflllhn,” 

And ming Ed paſſions of this luck leſs dar. 

Made me 1 another warm requeſt 

I had to beg of generous, Maſiniſſs : 

For oh to whom, fave to the generqus, can © 

The miſerable fly? —, But much diſturb'd” | 

You look, and fcowl upon me a denial. al pager” 

Repentance frowns on your contracted bro. 

Already, weary of my ſinking fate, 

You ſeem to droop; and for unhappy . 

I ſhall implore in vain. _ 

MAsIxISsA. ws 

For Syphax ? ce! 


And canſt thou mention him? Oh grant me breath 
F Sorno- 


+ -V 
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SOPHONISBA. 


SOPHONISBA. 


I know, _ prince, how deep he has prov ok'd 
thee 


How wan: he ſought thy youth; thro? what a fire 
Of great diſtreſs, from which you come the brighter. 
On dull indifferent objects, or perhaps 
Diflik'd a little, tis but common e, 
To ſhower relief; but when our bittereſt foe 
Lies ſunk, diſarm'd, and deſolate, then then! 
To feel che mercies of a pitying God, 
To raiſe him from the duſt, and that beſt way 
To triumph o' er him, is heroic goodneſs. 
Oh let ppy S ypbax touch cyl heart, 
Victorious m iniſſa ! 
Masi1N1ssA. 
Monſtrous this ! | 
Still doſt thou blaſt me with that curſed name ! 
The very name thy conſcious guilt ſhould ſhun. 
Oh had he heap'd all ills upon my head, + 
e it was young, and for the ſtorm unfit 3 
Had he but driven me from my native throne, 
From regal po we and luxury, to dwell 
Among the foreſt beaſts; to bear the beam 
Of red S Numidian ſuns, and the rank dew ' 
1 2 . nights; to mix with wolves, 
o hunt with hung ers for m , 
And thirſt with Dips on the on hg ww 3 
I could have thank*d him for his angry leſipn ; 
The fair occaſion that his rage affords bf 
Of learning patience, fortitude, and hope, 
Still riſing ſtronger on incumbent fate, 
And all that try'd humanity can dictate. 
But there 1 is one curs'd bitterneſs behind, 
One injury, the man can never Pardon ; 
That ſcorches up the tear in pity's eye, 
And even ſweet mercy's ſelf converts to gall. 
I cannot — will not name it — Heart of n 
Down! down! 


Sopho- 


$OPHONISBA. 


SopHONISBA. | 
Ah! whence.this ſudden ſtorm? chis madnefs 
That hurries all thy ſoul ? 
Mas1Nn1ssA. | 
And doſt thou aſk? 4585 
Aſk thy own faithleſs heart; ſnatch*d from my Vows, 
youu the warm wiſhes of my ſpringing youth, 
— rb to that old hated monfter, a ; 
us En | 
SOPHONISBA. 
Nay no more. 
With too much trath I can retutn thy charge. | 
Why didſt thou drive me to that cruel choice? 
Why, leave me, with m grown 2, £0 RT us 
Why break thy love and join the 
Romans ? ay ih 
' Masin18sA. 


y heavens! the Romans were my 
Sod me from fate, and form'd 1 my e 
But for the Romans I had been a ſavage, 


A wretch like Syphax, a forgotten hike: 
- The tool o Carthage. | 
SOPHONISBA. | 
| Meddle not with Carthage, 
| Impatient youth, for that I will not bear; 
Tho? here I were a thouſand fold thy ſlave. 
Not one baſe word of Carthage — on thy ſoul 1 
MaSin1S84. 
How vain thy phrenzy ! Go, command thy flaves, 
Thy fools, thy Syphaxes 3 but I will ſpeals, | 
Speak loud of Carthage, call it falſe, | 
— Yet ſhall I check me, fince it is thy country?” 
While the Romans are the light, the glory — 
| SOPHON ISBA. $4 4 
Nom 


Perdition on che E and almoſt las D 

On the too — "Romans are the ſcourge on 

Of the red world, deſtroyers of mankind, 

The ruffians, 0 earth; and al! 
9 


. — to Gee. haugkey fair one 


SOPHONISBA. 


Beneath the ſmooth difimulating maſk 

Of guitice, and compaſſion ; as if ſlave 

Was but another name for civiliz'd. 

All vengeance on the Romans! — While fair Carthage 
Unblemiſh'd riſes on the baſe of commerce; 

And aſks of heaven nought but the general winds, 


And common tides, to carry plenty, joy, 
Civility, and grandcur, ro he world. 
Ma 


No more compare them ! for the gods themſelves 
Declare for Nome. 
Sor non isa. NP” 
It was not always 5 
The g ds declir'd WW Hannibal ; when [tal 


 Blaz" al around him, all her ſtreams hay lood,, 


All her incarnate vales were vile with deaths 

And when at Trebia, Thraſymone, and Canne, 

The Cartbaginian ſword with Roman blood 
Was drunk — Oh chat he-then, on . 


" While lifeleſs" conſternation en'd Rome 


Had raz'd th accurſed city ro the grou md. 
And fav'd the world! When will it come again, 
8 * ſo glorious, and ſo big with vengeance, 
hoſe n. abhors - - - 
MasIxIssaAJJ. 
| | Avert it Bernt | 
The Romans not © enſſuvs, but ſave the world 
From 2 Tige. —, - 
8 Sor non 1 A. 
TI bear no mare 4. 
No tern 85 l, nor liberty, 
tha make me. bear it. —Pesih Rome ! 
— A menial friends .— Yes, rather, rather, 


Deteſfed as ye are, ye Raman, take me, 
Oh pitying take me to your nobler chains! 


And fave me fram this ahject youth, Far, 1 . 

— How cabſt thou il me thus? — | 
MasINs54. - ” 

© 1 nat⸗ 


How 


8 OP; WW @& W ESABA. 
How chis alone might bind me to the Rama : 
That, in à fræil and giding hour, they. ſnd; 
From the Hed love; which fel, 
Like bal where I meſt.could wide: 
And — Gruene 4 mortal foe. 
Oh pleaſing . a Gow thl:iow <A 361 H 

| oenone. Iteld 1500! Sick 

1 thank them cp. 14"! 

By 3 5 Rep on 1 love hem! ing HE awd 
My benzr cheuglus 450m thee, tha : But mill not 
Give thee the name, THY mean ſervili -. i dir jy 
From my zuſt ſcorn deſerves. . 


e 17,009 | 71620 al gn '5 i let. 
[2 b. coll waa uA 
By every name thy fury can inſpire; öde du 


Enrich me with contempt dove no more 
It will mot hurt me, Soptpniſba. — Love, 
Long ſince I gave it to the paſſing: 
* * not be a lever —— «7h 
A lqvarnis: the wergotoelipt. 
Made ade by ie — "OO yi 
His fcaver'd fancy: while, >t8; yDurroWndparins:!/ / 
Imputing all, 'you! fwell Wich boundleſs: nde... 
Shan on the WEtch be. be Hun an: 
men, | 41042 VE ele 1 05 Idee O 
To live wit | det. lavos, in ame hs mu 
All wretched, all ridieulausq 1. 2 2701 0 
For. me, this mament, mean to bid 
Farewel, = to love and Fe. - 
1  BOFHIONASB . 4 3H 
y Yarowgl! worcel 8 
am gran 2 high Whigs. b 10 
As * to I and:36:howſto love. 
Thy prptniſre are dn and L4þſalyerihee; Þ- > 
Here in the praſenet:of the Wining gde.  // 
Take thy ur banam Jen” — 


ruin 
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Then. 18\20: a 


S'O'PHONTSBA. 
Still doſt chou ſtay ? behold me then again, 
3 and wild, % loſt abandon'd ſlave. + 
now thy brutal purpoſe muſt be gain'd. 
Away, thou cruel, and ungenerous, go ! 
_ Mavsnissa. | 
No, not for worlds would I reſume my.yow! | 
Diſhonour blaſt me then! all kind of ills 
Fill up my cup of bitterneſs, and ſhame! 


When I reſign thee to triumphant Rome. 


Oh lean not thus dejected on the ground! 


The fight is miſery. — - wage roots me here ? 


(Afide) 
Alas! I have urg'd my fooliſh heart roo . 
And love depreſs'dꝭ recoils with greater force. 3 
Oh bebe A 
| SormoN15BA. 
By thy en ſhe _ 2 
Inhuman fes! | eg E 
Masintssa. 0 boo N 
Thine is the conqueſt, Way 
By heaven and earth! I cannot hold it more. | 
retch that I was !'to cruſh th* unhappy thus; 
The faireſt too, the deareſt of her ſex ! 


For whom m 7 dye Turn, quickly turn, 
O Sopboni | my belov'd i my glory ! 
Turn a forgive the violence of love, 
Of love Rat knows no bounds ! 
SOPBONISBA, 
And can it be?. 


Can that ſoft paſſion prove ſo fierce of heart, 
As on the rears of miſery, "the ſighs | 

Of death, to feaſt ?' to torture what it loves? 

MasSI1N1SSA. 

Yes it can be, thou goddeſs of my "*i 
Whoſe each emotion is but varied love, 

All over love, its powers, its Rows, all; 
Its anger, indignation, fury, 

Its pride, diſdain, even l love 3 
And when it, wild, reſolves to love no more, 


Didſt 


s O-PH ON 1;8-BG.. 32 
Didſt thou not mark me? mark the dubious 1 
That tore my heart with anguiſh while I Ed? 
Thou didſt ; and muſt forgive ſo n a 1 e 
What would thy, trembling 1 5 "> 1 Jap 
S 8 ca ee er 
b . Ian Let or 
For ſuch wort ſtorm, ſo: much contempt 
Thrown out on Carthage, ſo much Praiſe on Rome, 
mow worſe than death. Why ſhould I longer tire 
ry fate? The moſt W I 
What ae! could he more? bf WA) | 
WM, ; r E 


191 > ba utoat 35.1 
e n Der f 
See me thy fu te o alk not Wee | 


J have no Nike ut thee. Alas! Alas! 
Hadſt thou a little tenderſeſs for me, 
The — art of what 1 feel, thou old 
What wouldſt thou not forgive? ? But how N 
How can J hope it? Tet I from this moment, 
Will ſo devote my being to thy "nes 
So live alone to 55 the; ; that; 
If there is human nature in thy breaſt, 
Feel ſome relenting warmth, dee, kr 
SoPHONISBA, - 
Well, well, tis paſt. 
To be inexorable suits not ſlaves. 
 _» | Masiniss4. 

Spare, ſpare chat word; it ſtabs me to the ſoul; 4 
My crown, my life, and liberty are thine. _ 

Oh give "] way | My heart is full, 
Oppreſs'd by love; . 1 
With all che the dews that ſprink] 4M * 
While thus with thee 680 
Even happy to diſtreſs. Enough, enough, 
Have we been cheated by the trick of ſtate, _ - 
For Rome and Carthage ſuffer'd& much too long; 
And led, by gaudy fantoms, wander'd far, 

Far from our bliſs,” But now ſince met again. 
Since here J hold thee, circle all perfection. n 
The prize of life! ſince fate too Preſſes hard, lr 
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This neter 


Thou dear one] yes, a very night, : 
Let injur'd H 1785 have his tights reſtor'd, 
And bin | roſe, Your. — Think. ſerious, 9 


1 1 


He ſhall have 
Crowns, Trifles, kingdoms, all again, but cher, 


This is alone for SE 


85 0 H 6 * ES BA. 


oh 1 x 

Sirce Romy ant #ive ther to che brink ; | 

Let this immediate enchang our vows, 

Secure my bliſs, EU re | es blend, 7Y 

Set thee, the queen o te on, my throne, 

And makeit ubly ci —A wretched gift 

To conn: re 70 
e ines 
een the, 
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CET 4 4x 


On what'I plead. 1? chou ine reaſons un 
Caprivity, diſſolves thy former marriage 
And if *cis with che n eanclt yulgar A hg 77 Hh 
Can Sophoniſba To 1 9 | - 5 


The moſt exaſtEd of her 118 5 ound? 


Beſides it is the beſt, perhaps fole way, 

To fave theefrom e 3 IA FAG 

Bar their pretenſions: or if ruin comes, 

To periſh with thee is to periſh happy. 
 SoPnonaisBA. 


Yet muſt I ſtill inſiſt.— 
NMasixISs4. f 
It ſhall . ſo. 


I know thy parpaſe) it would plead. tor Syphax. 
thou deareft! ſhall have all, 


But thee, Ty Y than, alt 
 SopnoNTSBA.. 


one | | l (Aſide) 
hear witneſs heaven! 


| ( To bim) 
OG by goodneſs, 
I may be thine. Expect no love, no Sighing, 


Perhaps, hereafter, I may learn again 


To hold thee dear. Hon theſe terms thou E 


Here 


ro14 


= 


* 8 *— 
* 


SOPHONISBA 
Here take me, take me, to thy wiſhes. 


Mas1N1S84. 


© | Ve, 
Tes, bers 13s u week bie l 8 
From off the bleeding rack. — All wild with joy, 
Thus hold thee, preſs thee, to my bounding heart; 
And bleſs | the bountcous Gods. —]Can heaven give 
more! 
Oh happy ! happy ! 1— Come, my fair, 
This read +6 * Münte | ep 55 will pe! Send; 
From Sy * knocks his chains; and I my ſelf, 
0 i bs ou 2 paſſe 8 
h, f paſſions into 
tee while conflicting winds eenbroid the Seas, 
warm with immortal blood, 
—— Venus reur d her oer the raging flood; 
She ſmil'd around, like thine her beauties glom d; 
When ſmooth, in gentle ſwells, che N 
Sunk, by degrees, into a liquid plain; 
And one bright calm far trembling on the main. 


o- 


The End of the Third At. 
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ACT 


$OPHOMNISBA. 


ACT IV. SCENE L + 


| - SOPHONISBA, PHOENISSA. 
R OO" "7 EIT 1 r 5] 
TT A 1L queen of Maſz//ia once again! 
And fair Maſſylia join'd | This fing day 
Saw Sophoniſba, from the height of life, 
Thron to the very brink of lavery : _ 
State, honours, armies vanquiſh'd; nothing left 
But her own great unconquerable mind. 124 N. 
And yet, ere evening comes, to larger power 
Reſtor'd, I fee my royal friend; and kneel! 
In grateful homage to the Gods, and her. 

Ye Powers, what awful changes often mark 
The fortunes of the great ! 

So PHON ISS A. 
Pjbeniſſa, true; 

»Tis awful all, the wonderous work of fate. 
But ah ! this ſudden marriage damps my ſoul 
T like it not, that wild precipitance 
Of youth, that ardor, that impetuous ſtream 
In which his love return'd. At firſt, my friend, 
He vainly rag'd with diſappointed love | 
And, as the haſty ſtorm ſubſided, then 
To ſoftneſs varied, to returning fondneſs, 
To ſighs, to tears, to ſupplicating vows 3 
But all his vows were idle, till at laſt. 
He ſhook my heart by Rome. — To be his queen, 
Could only ſave me from their horrid power. 
And there is madneſs in that thought, enough 
In that ſtrong thought alone to make me run 
From nature. J 


Por- 


8 OPHONISB A. 


PHoOzNTS8A. " 


Juſt as * —— Guſt as our — Nast L 
Nor let your ſpirit ſink. Tour ſerious hours, 
When you behold the Roman ra ener 
From their enchantment Maſiniſſa freed, 
And Carthage miſtreſs of the world again, 
This marriage will approve ?. then will it riſe 
In all its glory, virtuous, wiſe and g great, 
While happy nations, then deliver'd, join | 
Their loud acclaim. © And, had the white occaſion 
Neglected flown, where now had been your N 
Your liberty? your country? where your all? 
Think well of jw think-that, think every way, 
And Sophoni/ba canndt but exult | Fs 3" OR 
In what is done. * Henn Lu 
> Sornomtsb . i V0 1520 | 
So may my hopes ſucceed | 
As love alone to Carthage, to the public, 
Led me a marriage victim to the temple, Ot 41 
And juſtifies my yows, — Ha! Syphax' here! 
What would his rage with me? 2 V. 
But this one tryal me — NI 
Support me now! | _. . | 


ES 


< 
4 1 


» 
* - 
- 


"SCENE U. oy 
e. ene FnonnaBs. An- 


[567-0 Is H. 3 V! Ty = — * bf: - 


* Syruax. Mo: _ # wk | 
o ans rock 
Tong ane Mili Fear r KoÞ 


To join the general j ; and I, fure I, 
Who have to dota — 


S$OPHONITISBA, 


SOPHON1SBH. 
Tis r elt 


I thank the 7 
hook Gran," 


And gentle Majinifſa, 
Say, will he prove a very coming feol? 
All | pliant, all devoted to your will? 
A glorious wretch like Syphax? — Ha! not moy'd fk 
Speak, thou perfidious ! canſt thou bear it thus? 
With ſuch a ſteady countenance? canſt thou 
Here ſee the man thaw haſt 6 grofly wrong'd, 
And yet not ſink in ſhame? And yer not 
In "OY guilty nerve? 

 ,  SOPHONISBA.. 

| What have I done, 

That I ſhould tremble ? that I ſhould not dare 
To bear thy preſence ? Was my heart to blame, 
I'd tremble for my ſelf, and nor for thee, 
Proud man ! Nor would 1 live to be aſham'd. 
My ſoul it ſelf would die, could che leait —_ | 
On her unſpotted fame be juſtly caſt : 9 5 
For of all evils, to- the generons, ſhame 
Is the laſt deadiy pang. But you behold 
My late engagement with a jealous, falſe, 
And ſelfiſh eye. 


6%» 4% 9 A Te: har: "I 
, ws va by 45 EIS | r 


And canſt thou think to iy thy ſelf? 
I bluſh to hear thee, traitr 
how 16a | 
ſoul! _ 
Canſt them Ber this ris Gt pre fous language, 
And yet be tamely calm? — Welt. well, for once 
It ſhall be ſo— in pity to thy madneſs — 


Impatient ſpiritrdowar! 2 51 es, 33 
be, m 793 5 
Even by the cer of t thunde Jus, ny 
Who binde ms, age.” OA 
And every p rea b Al. f 
In _ low purſi core 2 ITO AGONY fs 


don C. Not 


SOFRAONTSBA - 
Nor afl devbted, withabfolit ws (oo. 
But in the tempeft of the ſ6ul, N 
Loud indigtiati6n, 1 | 
And jealodſy confound it, how can "Then 
The achter paſſions, how can they be heard? 
Yet let me tell thee 
SYPHAX. 
Ihau canſt tell me e nought. 
Away! — nought but illuſion, falſhood — 
SOPHONISBA, 
My heart will burſt, in honour to. my ſelf, 
If here I ſpeak not ; cho; they rage, I know, 
Can never be convinc'd, yet it be 
Confounded.— And muſt I renounce my freedom ?” 
Forgoe the power of doing general good? 
Mut yield my ſelf the ſlave, the barbarous triumph: 
Of inſolent, enrag'd, inveterate Rome? 
And all for nothing but to grace thy fall? 
Nay by my ſelf N for thy pleaſure? 
or thee, the Romans may be mild to thee ;. 
But I, a Carthaginian, I, whoſe blood 
Holds unrelenting ny to: theirs 3 
Who have my ſelf much hurt them, and who live. 4 
Alone to work them woe; what, what can L | 
Hope from their vengeance, but the very dregs | 
Of the worſt fate, the bitterneſs of bondage? | | . 
Yet thou, thou kind man, wouldſt in thy dan love, 
Wouldſt have me ſuffer that; be bound to Pe 
For that dire end alone, HG ſtrerch . | 
Of DEFINE, and of law... YT | 3 5h } 
Ra" AX... 8 | 


— laws poli mit NS. 
That 3 1. Ws 25 true; 
10 re NP ſt chou plea 

To l + chains —» f 
Ungrateful ! 
For whom f 


"thee 


"i 


46 S.0.P,HONIS BA. 
| For whom my crown, my kingdom, and my al. "A 


Been vilely caſt away? For whom this day, 
This mw day, have I been ſtain'd with laughter? 
With yon laſt reeking field ? — For one, ye gods! 
Who leaves me for the victor, for the wreti q 
J hold in utter endleſs deteſtation. 
Fire! fury ! hell! — Oh I am richly paid! — 
But thus it is to love a woman — Woman 
The ſource of all diſaſter, all perdition! 
Man in himſelf is ſocial, would be happy, 
Too happy; but the gods, to keep him down, 
Curs'd him with woman! fond, enchanting, ſmooth, 
And harmleſs ſeeming woman; while at heart 
All poiſon, ſerpents, tygers, furies, all 
That 1s deſtruCtive, in one form combin'd, 
And gilded o'er with beauty! 
SOPHONISBA. 
Hapleſs man! 
I pity thee; this madneſs only ſtirs 
My boſom to compaſſion, not to. rage. 
Think as you lift of our unhappy ſex, 
Too much ſubjected to your tyrant force; 
Yet know that all, we were not all, at leaſt, 
Form'd for your trifles, for your wanton hours, 
Our paſſions too can ſometimes ſoar above | 
The houſhold taſk aſſign'd us, can expand 
Beyond the narrow ſphere of families, 
And take in ſtates into the panting heart, 
As well as yours, ye partial to yourſelves ! 
And this is my ſupport, my joy, my . 
The Conſcience that my heart a hors 
And of all baſeneſs moſt ingratitude. 
This ſure affronted honour may declare, 
With an WN cheek. 
| | Syprax. 
| en een falle as Hell} | 
Falſe as your ſex! when it pretends. to virtue. 
You talk of honour, re patriotiſm, * | 
A female patriot! — Vanity! — Abſurd! - 


5 ul 


Even REY dull Gedult would laugh 


255 


S OPHONIS BA. 47 


To ſcorn your talk. Was ever Woman yet 
Had any better purpoſe in her eye, 
Than how to pleaſe her pride or wanton will? 
In various ſhapes, and various manners, all, 
All the ſame . plagues, or s or conceal'd, 
The bane of life el 
| SopnownsBaA. 
Muſt I then, muſt I, e. 
Give thee a bitter proof of what I ſay? [ 
I would not ſeem to heighten thy diſtreſs, 7 
Not in the leaſt inſult thee ; thou art falle, 
So fate ſevere has will'd i it, fallen by me. 
I therefore have been patient; from another, 
Such language, ſuch indignity, had fir d. 
My ſoul to madneſs. But — driven ſo far, 
I muſt remind thy blind injurious rage 
Of our er Marriage. — 2 72 
 SYPHAX. 


— Horror! on! 1 
Blot it eternal night! 1; x 
"SOPHONISBA. 
| Allow me, Syphas "> 

Hear me but once! If what I here declare 
Shines not with reaſon, and the cleareſt — 1 
May I be baſe, deſpis'd, and dumb for ever! 

I pray thee think, when unpropitious Hymen 
Our hands united, how I ſtood engag'd. 
I need not mention what full well thou know'ſt. 
Bur pray recal, was I not flatter'd? young? 
With ure life elate, with the warm years | ! 1 
Of .vanity ? ſunk in a paſſion too, 
Which few reſign? Let then I married thee, .. 
Becauſe to Carthage deem'd a ſtronger friend; 
For that alone. On theſe conditions, ſay, 
Didſt thou not take me, court me to thy throne? 
Have I deceiv'd thee ſince? Have I diflembled ? 
To gain one purpoſe, e' er pretended what 
I never felt? Thou canſt not fay I have. 
And if that principle, which then inſpir'd 
My marrying thee, was right, it cannot now 8 


48 SOPHONISBA 
Be wrong. Nay fince my native city wants 
Aſſiſtance more, and ſinking calls for 8 


Muſt be more right 


SypHAx. 


This reaſoning is ad 


SOPHONITSBA, 


I'm ſorry that thou doſt oblig 


e me to it. 


Then in a word take m wy or en'd ſoul. 


All love, but that © 
I formerly to Maſiniſſa thee 


C arthaye, I deſpiſe. 


Preferr'd not, nor to thee now Maſiniſſa, 


But Carthage to you both. And if 


Thouſands to one, a whole colle&ed marks 
All nature's tenderneſs, whate' er is ſacred, 
The liberty the welfare of a ſtate, | 
To one man's frantic happineſs, be ſhame ; 


Here, Syphax, I invoke it on my 


This ſet aſide; I, carelefs 


head 
of my ſelf, 


And, ſcoming proſpe rous ſtate, bad ſtill been thine, 
In all the depth of _ proudly thine ! 


But ſince the public g 


the ow ſupreme, 


Forbids it; I will 18 thee with a kingdom, 
The ſame I found thee, or not reign my ſelf. 
Alas! I fee thee hurt — Why camꝰſt thou here, 


Thus to inflame thee more? 


SyPHAX.' 
Why forcereſs? 7 2 


"Thou complication of all deadly 


miſchief ! 


Thou lying, foothing, ONCE: charming fury ! 


L Il tell thee why — 
To ſtab thee ! — 
* 


To quench' me with thy blood! 


eathe my great revenge; 
To throw this load of dur madneſs from me; 


SOPHON1SBA. 


SYPHAX, 


Sing from thy heart, 


0 . interpoſes) 


Sor Ho- 


ono N TSA | 4 


Sor ho. are 2 
: f, give r me may 
Phaniſas z wnpe not thou 55 — rage. 
Me, me, he dares not murder: if he dares, 
Here let his fury ſtrike; for I dare die. 
What holds thy trembling point? 
| PrHotnissA. 
Guards! 
SOPHONISBA, 
Seize the 
But look you treat kim well, with all the oc 
His dignity demands. 
SyrHAx. 


Goodneſs from th ee 
Is the worſt death, — The Roman trumpets | — Ha! 
Now I bethink me, Rome will do me juſtice. 
To I ſhall ſee thee walk the ſlave of Romey - 
55 0 my wrongs, and glut me with the ſight. 
t ay beſt revenge. | 
SopHONISBA, 
Inhuman! that, 
If there is death in Afric, ſhall not be. 


SCENE IL 
a Srrnax. 
N — 


— " 
wi. 8 & 


Sypbax] alas, how fallen how chang d from what 
There beheld thee once in pomp, and ſplendor z 
At that illuſtrious interview, when Rome 

And Carthage. met beneath this very roof, 
Their too — generals, . and Ke, 
To court thy friendſhip. 

Both gracefully partoo * both reclin 


S0 PHONIS BA. 

On the ſame couch: for perſonal diſtaſte 
And hatred ſeldom burn between the brave. 
Then the ſuperiour virtues of the Roman © 
Gain'd all thy heart. Even Aſdrubal himſelf, 
With . —— ſtruck and juſt deſpair, 
Ovn'd him as dreadful. at the ſocial feaſt 7 
As in the battle. This thou may ſt remember; 
And how thy faith was given before the Gods, 
And ſworn and ſeal'd to Scipio; yet how falſe 
Thou ſince has prov'd, I need not now recount : 
But let thy ſufferings for thy guilt attone, 
The 88 for the king. A Koman tongue 
Scorns to purſue the triumph of the ſword, 
With mean upbraidings. | 
SyPHAX, N 

. Læliu, tis too true. 
Curſe on che cauſe 7 if In 1 

4 il os die Un nn 

But where. is M. nia . A) 
The brave young victor, the Namidian Roman ! 
Where is he? that my qoy, ray glad =—— 
From envy pure; may hail his happy ſtate. 


Why that contemtuous ſmile? 
SYPHAX. 


2 Too S 
1 Eben dt en Nan, 
This Rome - devoted heroe, muſt ſtill more 
Attract thy praiſes bers | late exploit. 

LIiVs.  - 


In every thing facceſs 
ex ol 8 
- Whitt is this? 


Theſe public 8 ? A ſtrange unuſual j Joy 
O'er all the captive city blaes wide. 
What wabtoh riot reigns td night in Cirehs f 
Within * ae walls ? 
48% , n Sura. 105 
This, Lolas „ 
A night of. triumph o'way EY 
O'er ee 207 1C 


1 2 40777 2 
$4 + 
* 


80P A oi Z BA 
oy LI... 270 11 
Maſiniſſa1- How? | 
SyYPHAX. 
(Why be e ight iv mami o an quem oy 


We 
Impoſſible! — | 


Yes, ſhe, 1 A 1581 151 | 
es, the fury! "Or 1112 
Who put the nuptial torch into = þ land, 

That ſet my throne, my palace, and 83 


All in a blaze — ſhe now has ti d on him. I 
Will turn 5 ſoon er e know her power, 
Her lips diſtil unconquerable 
O gtorious thought ! — Will — 
Will cruſh him deep, beneath the . ruins. 
Of falling Carthage.” | oY 
Luvs. Lo ar 21 
Can it be? Amazement | | 
a1 SYPHART: 5 2 
Nay learn it from himſelf. — He comes — Away 
Ye furies ſnatch me from his ſight? For hell, 
Its tortures all are gentle to Me" preſence, 1 4 If 
Of a triumphant rivals? 4 
Levivs. VOTE 
Wat! is man? 


n 


s EN E IV. 
MAsLIN Iss A, Larius. an 


| : 
MaAsfNISs Aa. þ 


Thou more than partner of this Gorton my 
Which has from Carthage torn her chief ſupport, 
And tottering left her, I rejoice to ſee thee — 

To Cirtha welcome, Lelius. — Thy brave legions 


No taſte the ſweet repoſe by valour „ 
H 2 This 


 S$OPHOM:1SBA, 
Ts bl [xenon refreſſunent on their toils, 


La ius. 
; Thanks to Maſiniſſa. 
All that is well. I hore obſerv*d the king, 
But looſely guarded, True, indeed, from him. 
There is not much to fear, The dangerous ſpirit. 
Still not unworthy fear, our matchleſs prize, 
Is his imperious queen, is Sophoniſoa.. . 
The pride, the hy 4 e of Carthage live in ber. | 
How? where is ſhe? _ | 
| ! _ Masmnss4a.. - eta ur 
| (5:1: the, Totes Ne as care. 
Think not of her. Pil anſwer for her conduct. 
| en) '- Laeiws 
Yes, if in chains. Till then, believe me, prince, 
It were as hopeful anſwering for the winds, 
That their broad pinions will not rouze the defart ; 
Or that the darted Lightning will be harmleſs; 
As promiſe peace from her. — But why ſo dark? 
You ſhift your place, your countenance grows warm. 
It is not uſual this in Maſiniſa. 
Pray what offence can aſking for the queen, 
The Roman captive give? 
Mas TN ISs A. 
Lelius, no more. 
Lou know my marriage. — Syphax has been buſy —= 
It is unkind to dally with my paſſion. 
LeLivs, 
Ah, Maſiniſſa ! was it then for this, 
Thy hurry hither from the recent battle ? 
Is the firſt inſtance of the Roman bounty 
Thus, thus abus'd? They give thee back thy, 
kingdom; 
And in return are of their captive robb'd ; 
Of all Bed valued, Sopboniſla.— 
ad MASIN 1584. | 
Robo d r 


low, Leb 700 ? Robb'4! 


- Ee£rivs. 


FI 
5 D * 2 
— — ——˖⏑ ä6̃y— 11 


SOPHONELISBA.' 563 
| _ Leumvs. * 5 
p Tes, Maſiniſſa, robb' d. 
What is it elſe? But I, this very night, 
Will here aſſert the majeſty of Rome; 
And, mark me, tear her from the nuptial bed. 
MaSINISs a. | 
Oh Gods! oh patience ! As ſoon, fiery Roman 
As ſoon thy rage might from her azure ſphere 
Tear yonder moon. — The man who ſeizes her,. 
Shall ſet his foot firſt on my bleeding heart. 
Of that be ſure. _ And is it thus ye treat 
Your firm allies ? Thus kings in friendſhip with you? 
Of human paſſions ſtrip them? —. Slaves indeed 
If thus deny*d the common privilege 
Of nature,, what the weakeſt creatures claim, 
A right to what they love. 
9 992 LeL1vs, | 
| Out! out !— For ſhame! 
This on makes thee blind. Here is a war, 
Which deſolates the nations, has almoſt _ 
Laid waſte the world. How many widows, orphans, 
And love-lorn virgins pine for it in Rome 
Even her great ſenate droops; her nobles fait; 
Her Circus ſhrinks ; her every. luſtre thins, 
Nature her ſelf, by frequent prodigies, 
Seems at this havock of her works to ſicken: 
And our Auſonian plains are now become 
A horror to the ſight: At each fad ſtep, 
Remembrance weeps. Yet her, the greateſt prize 
It hitherto.has yielded; her, whoſe charmg | 
Are only turn'd to-whet its cruel point: 
Thou to thy wedded breaſt haſt taken her © 
Haſt purchas'd thee her beauties by a ſea 
Of. thy protector's blood; and on a throne ' 
Set her, this day recover*'d by their arms: 4 
Canſt thou thy ſelf, thou, think of it with patience ? 
Nor to a Roman mention King. A Roman 
Would ſcorn to be a king. — The Roman people 
Took liberty from out the very duſt, _ 
And for great ages urg'd it to the-ſkies, 


The dread of kings ! 


T his. thy raſh deed, this unexpected ſhock, 
Such a peculiar injury to me, . 
Thy friend and fellow-ſoldier, has perhaps 


SOPHO NIS BA 


. 
Be not ſo haughty, eli, 


It "Woes becomes the gentle Scipio's friend; 
Suits not thy wonted eaſe, the tender manners 


I ſtill have mark'd in thee. I honour Rome; 
But honour too my ſelf, my vows, m _ a 
Nor will, nor can, I tamely hear thee threa 


To ſeize her like a Hare. 


Le£&rLivs. N 
I will be calm. ö 


CI 


Snatch'd me too far. For haſt thou not honour, 


By this laſt action, a ſucceſsful war? 
Our common charge, entruſted us by Scipio. 


MAsINISs 4. my 
y. y, there i It is. — Has not thy vain ambition, 


8 h where is friendſhip ) plan'd her for thy "ga 


o think on't, death! to think it is 
At ſuch a ſight, the warriour's eye might wet 
His burning cheek; and all the Roman matrons, 
Who line the laurel'd way, aſham'd, and fad, 
Turn from a captive brighter than themſelves, 
But Scipio will be milder. 
LAL1vs. 
I diſdain 
This thy ſurmiſe, and give it up to Scipio. 
Thoſe paffions are not comely. Here to morrow | 


Comes the proconſul. Mean time, Maſimſſa, 


Ah harden not thy ſelf in flattering hope! 
Scipio is mild, Nd ſteady. — Ha ! the queen. 
I think ſhe hates a Roman. — and will leave thee. 


SCENE 


$OPHONISBA. 


FADE DEEDS 5 


SCENE V. 
SorHONTSBA, MASINISSA.. 


So HON ISBA. 
Was not that Roman Lalius, as I enter'd, 
Who parted gloomy hence? 
way © 1 


Sornon zen. | 
Unhappy Afric ! ſince theſe haughty Romany + | 
Have in "his lordly manner trod thy courts, 
I read his freſſi reproaches in th ; 
The leſſon'd gupil in thy fallen lo, | 
In that here d mile which ſickens on thy 1 VM 
| Mis Niese „„ „ 4 
Oh ſay not fo, thou rapture of my foul! 
For while I ſee thee, meditate thy charms, 
I » as cordial as the ſun in may; 
p from the heart, Mr pt omar 


Pf — ſmile. 

SOPHONISBA. | 

57 Nay, tell me, Maſiniſſa ; 

How Foals their” tyranny, when tis brought homer̃ 
When, lawleſs grown, it touches what is dg, N 
Pomp for a while may dazle theaughtleds! n. l J 
Falſe glory blind him hut chere is a time, 
When 2 heart will fpurn — | 
Nor rm id has xk wy 


1 


His ape — only.. 3111 a 
Burſt in vain paſiom and — 7 ag vt gurl 
ol 1 * 3 ut 1 eee WW 11811 vol L 

| Ton flood ubaſb'd; 


wy. You 


S OPHONIS BA. 
You bore his threats, and tamely- ſilent heard him, 
Heard the N Roman mark me for his . 
Oh bitter! 
Masix 1883. 
Baniſh that unk ind ſuſpicion. 

The thought enflam'd my ſoul, * I vow'd my life, 
My laſt Maſſylian to the ſword, ere he 
Shou'd touch thy freedom with the leaſt diſhonour. 

But that from Scipio — 
| SOPHONISBA, _, 
e | 

Mas1n1ssA. ; 
That from EE 


* 4 


- SOPHON1SBA. 
I rell thee, Maſi niſſa, if from him | 
I gain my freedom, from my ſelf conceal it. 
I ſhall diſdain ſuch freedom. 
MASINISSA. 
| Sophoniſha! . 
Thou all my heart holds precious! doubt no more. 
Nor Rome, nor Scipio, nor a world combin'd 
Shall tear thee from me; till outſtretch'd I lie, 
A nameleſs wretch | | 
SOPHONITSBA, 
If thy protection fails, * 
Of this at leaſt be ſure, be very ſure, 
To give me "RY death. 
- MasTxISs a. 
— 1 Ceaſe thus to talk, 
Of death of Romans, of unkind Ambition. 
My ſofter thoughts thoſe themes refuſe, 
Can turn alone to love. — All, all, but thee, 


All nature is a paſling dream to me. 


Fix*d in my view, thou doſt for ever ſhine, 
form forth-beaming from the ſoul divine. 
A ſpirit thine, which mortals might adore ; 
Deſpiſing love, and thence creating more. 
Thou the high paſſions,” I the tender prove, | 
Thy heart was form'd for glory, mine for love. 
The End of the Fourth AF. 
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ACT V. SCENE 1. 
 Masrn1s84, NaRva. : 


| MaAsixISsA. | 
SERIES Ail to the joyous day ! With purple clouds, 
N gH | The whole horizon glows. The breezy 
ke I Spring 

= Stands looſely-floating on the mountain-top, 

And deals her ſweets around. The ſun too ſeems, 
As conſcious of my joy, with Prightet eye | 
To look abroad the world; and all things ſmile = 
Like Sophoniſba. Love and friendſhip ſure 
Have mark'd this day from out their choiceſt ſtores z. 
For beauty rais*d by dignity and virtue, 
With all the graces all the loves embelliſh'd ; 
Oh Sophoniſba*'s mine! and Scipio comes 
* ik NARVA. 

My lord, the trumpets ſpeak his near approach. 

MasIxISssA. 

I want his ſecret audience — Leave us, Narva. 


SCENE I. 
Scipio, MASINISSA.. 
Ws | Masnis84, | 
Scipio! more welcome than.my tongue can ſpeak ! 
Oh greatly, dearly welcome! Es 
| | Scipio, 

. b Ma ſiniſſa * 

My heart beats back thy joy. "oP happy , 5 


* "2 


ith-- 


1 


2 


8 OPHONIS BA. 
With laurel green, with conqueſt crown'd, and glory; 


Rais'd by his prudence, fortitude, and valoury..-. - 


O'er all his foesz and an his native thrane, 
Amidſt his reſcu*d ſhouting ſubjects, ſer: 
Say, can the gods in Javiſh bounty give 


A fight more pleaſin 0 1 
4 | ASINSSSA, 
My great friend! and patron! 
It was thy timely thy reſtoring arm, 
That brought me from the fearful deſart- life; 
To live again in ſtate, and purple ſplendor. -. - 
And now I wild the ſceptre of my fathers, 
See my dear people from the tyrant's ſcourge,. * 
From Syphax freed ; I hear their glad applauſes ; 
And, to compleat my happineſs, have gain'd 
A friend worth all. O gratitude, eſteem, .. _, 
And love like mine, with what divine delight 
Ye fill the heart! © arr 
| SCIPIO, One” 
Heroic youth! thy virtue 
Has earn'd whate'er thy fortune can beſtow. 
It was thy patience, Maſiniſſa, patience, 
A champion clad in ſteel, that in the waſte 
Attended {till thy ſtep,” and fav'd my friend , . 
For better days. What cannot patience do? 
A great deſign is ſeldom ſhatch*d at once: 
Tis patience heaves it on. From ſavage nature, 


Ii iz patience that has built up human life, 


The nurſe of arts |- and Rome exalts her head 


An everlaſting monument of patience. 


Mas1nissA. . - 
If I have that, or any virtue, Scipio, 
Tis copy'd all from thee. 
Scipio. 
No Maſiniſſa, 


Tis all unborrow'd, the ſpontaneous growth 


Of nature in thy breaſt. — Friendſhip for once 
Muſt, tho? thou bluſheſt, wear a liberal tongue; 
Muſt tell thee, noble youth, that long experience, 


2 


 SOPHONISBA 
In counttls, battles, many à hard event, 
Has found thee ſtill fo conſtant, fo ſincere, 
So wiſe, fo brave, fo generous, ſo humane, 11 
So well attemper'd, and ſo fitly turm d * 1 
For what is either great or good in life, 
As caſts diſtinguiſh*d honour on thy country; 
And cannot but endear thee to the — 
For me, I think my labours all repaid, 
My wars in Afric; Maſiniſſe's friendſhi ? 
Smiles at my ſoul. Be that my deareſt triumph, 
To have aſſiſted thy for lorn * * 
And lent a happy hand in raiſing e 
To thy paternal throne, br Sy = 
The gredteſt ſervice could be done my country. 
DiftraQed Afric, and Mankind in gebn, 
Was aiding ſure thy cauſe. Fo put the power, 
The public power, into the good man's hand, 

Is giving plenty, life, and joy to millions. 
But has my fri fince late we 3 
Since he with Lellur acted fuck neemt 
Auſpicious part againſt the common ſoͤeͤr 

Has he been blameleſs yo has he confider d, 
How pleaſure often on the youthfur heart, | x 
Beneath the roſy ſoft. foe of love; - 1 
(All ſweetneſs, ſmiles, and ſtemin innocence ) 
Steals unperteiv'd; and lays the victor low? 

I would not cantrot,” put thiee to the pai | 
It pains me: deeper of the leaſt repriteh. a 
Let thy too faithful any 7 Ca 


The reſt. 
Thy dener A looks © 
That höneſt Rout 1 . 
Impart thy better ſoul- 

1 eee * 

2 * good 133 

Oh Scipio ! Loe har fig d fes fant love | 
Inthralls my ſoul, I am undone y 1 

ien Scirro. L1G 6 / 
And: art ton tip to ruin retoncibd? 
Tam'd to deſtruction? Wilt thou deus 7 


I 2 . 


| ; 


SO PHO NIS BA. 
Reſign the towering thought? the vaſt deſign, 
With future glories big? the warriour's wreathe ? 
The glittering files ? the trumpets ſprightly clang ? 
The praiſe of ſenates? an applauding world? 
The patriot's ſtatue, and the heroes triumph? 
All for a ſigh? all for a ſoft embrace? 
For a gay tranſient fancy, Maſiniſſa ? | 
For ſhame, my friend! for honour's 1ake, for glory! 
Sit not with folded arms, deſpairing, weak, 
And careleſs all, till certain ruin comes: 
Like a ſick virgin ſighing to the gale, 
Unconquerable love | 
| Mas1n1ssA. 
How chang'd indeed! 
The time has been, when, fir'd from Scipio's tongue, 
My ſoul had mounted in a flame with his. — 
Where is ambition flown? Hopeleſs attempt ! 
Can love like mine be quell'd? Can I forget 
What ſtill poſſeſſes, charms my thoughts-for ever 
Throw ſcornful from me what I hold moſt dear? 
Not feel the force of excellence? To joy 
Be dead? And undelighted with delight? 
Soft, let me think a moment — no! no! no! — 
I am unequal to thy virtue, Scipio 
Scr lo. | 

Fie, Maſiniſſa, fie | By heavens | I bluſh 
At thy dejection, this degenerate language. 
What! periſh for a woman! Ruin all, 
All the fair deeds which an admiring world. 
Hopes from thy riſing day ; only to ſooth 
A ſtubborn fancy, a luxurious will? 

How muſt it, think you, found in future ſtory 2 - 
Young Maſiniſſa was a virtuous prince. 
And Afric ſmil'd beneath his early ray; : 
But that a Caribaginian captive came, 
By whom ci in the common fate 
Of love he fell. The wiſe will ſcorn;the page: _ 
And all thy praiſe be ſome fond maid exclaiming, 
Where are thoſe lovers now? — O rather, rather, 
Had I neer ſeen the vital li zht of heaven, hea: 


SOPHONTITSBA 61 


Than like the vulgar live, and like them die ! 

Ambition fickens at the very thought. — 

To puff, and buſtle. here From day-to _ — 

Loſt in the paſſions of inglorious liſce. „ R | 

Joys hich the careleſs brutes poſſeſs above * A 

And when ſome years; each duller than cler 

Are thus elaps'd, in nauſeous pangs to die; 

And paſs away, like thoſe forgotten things, 

That ſoon become as they had never been. 
Mas1N1ssA. 


And am I dead to this? 
| SciP1o. 


0 1 1 W 
Who train up heroes in misfortune's ſchool, 
Have ſnook thee with adverſity, with each 
Illuſtrious evil, that can raiſe, expand, 
And fortify the mind. Thy rooted worth 4. 
9 theſe N blaits, grown ſtronger by 
Shall then in proſperous times, while-alt is mild. 
All vernal, fair; and glory blows around thee; 
Shall then the odd Serene of pleaſure come, | 
And lay thy faded honours in the anke 9 n 
Mas1ni1ssa. / 9 
O gentle Scipio! ſpare me, ſpare my — 
Sctpio. 

Remember Hannibal — A fignal 
A freſh example of deſtructive p | 
He was the dread of nations, ance of Rune 
When from Bellona's bofom, nurs'd in camps, 
And hard with toil, he down . 
Ruſh'd in a torrent over 82 ji\ 
Unconquer'd, till the looſe lights of Capt: > 
Sunk his victorious arm, his genius broke, iy 
Perfum'd, and made a. lover of the. heroe. '' 
And now he droops in Bruttium, fear'd na more, 
. our borders like a ſcatter'd ſtorm. f fon ' | 
Rem r him and eee 2.4 
Ere it 1s quite diet, 1 8 oo, + 
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NM y 75 

| | Shall in flops 
Thus to 5 to n me wiſdom thus; 
And yet a anguiſh at my heart 


Repel whate'er ht fays ? — But why, : lord, 

Why ſhould we kill the beſt of: 2 er 

It A the heres, -bids; ambition riſe, - 

Turns us tor: ptraſe, inſpires. immortal :deeds, : | 

Even ſoftens brutes, and makes che good — 
Scirio. 

There is a holy tenderneſs: en 

A nameleſs ſympathy, . a 

Branchꝭ d. inſmite from parents to their children, 

From child to childs, from kinctret on to k indred, 

In various ſtreams; from: citizen; to, citizen, 

From friend to friend, from man to man in general; Ul 

That binds, 8 and 1 human life 

But is once ſuch? 8 1 2211 

Wille 1 c bande office of a Rind mach 

Diſcharge:s ands with a nec ſſary: hand, 2 

A hand Ithe harſh at preſent really * Tov HA 

I paint this paſſion. And if then thou ftill _ 

Art bent to«ſooth it, L matt 6 


To * che Gags think fit. 
4 aid kenn. r 212g Q 
07 * Scipio! ! 
O never leave me tom felE!. Speak: on. pL 
I dread, and yet defive dun friendly hand. [5 | A, 


DCIP105 5 4: 1 21 
I hope that: 34o/inifſa:: need. not nom x Het 
Be cold, how much his: happineſs ane, 

With what a warm benevolence Pd ſpring 14 
To raiſe, confirm it, to prevent Iris wWiſhes. nl) 
O luxury to think! — But while he rages, - uf 
Burns in a fever, ſhall I let him quaff K | 


Delicious poiſon: for a cooling — -- 
In fooliſh; pity to his thirſt? ſhall 
Let a ſwift flame conſume him as iu ſleeps, - | 


Becauſe his dreams are gay: ha T indulge 
* 2 flaſh'd from an infectious eye? 


A ſud- 


S OPHOUN IS 9 A. 
A ſudden. impulſe unapp eaſon?n 
Nay by thy cool deliberate thought condemn'd? 
Refoly'd inft? — A tor a woman, 
Who has abus'd thee baſely ? left thy you. 
Thy love as ſweet as tender-as the ſpring, 
The blooming heroe for the hoary tyrant ? 
And now who makes thy ſheltering arms alone 
Her laſt retreat, to fave her 75 501 = 


Which even her very 328 
Has brought upon ber 2 ki all, — | 


A woman ** will ply her — arts, 

(Ah too En N already) 

Will never reſt Syphan* fate is l A. 

Till friendſhip weeping flies; we join no more 

In glorious deeds, and thou fall off from Rom ? 

1 wo could add, that there is. rr 

Inhuman in thy paſfion..' Does not Sb,, 

While thou wry .die? Fei generous heart. 40 wy 

Should ſcorn 4 pleaſure whicks gives others. pain... A 

If this, my friend, all this conſider d — 

Allarm thee not, not rouzg thy. reſolurien, 

And call the heroe from his wanton. Number, 

Then Mefinift loſt. 
| Ness. Thy (116113 GON 

02; * Oby/Lawpiert'd! | n ber 

In eve denden pierc'd! ' Tx all tuo true. 

1 ih Lead refuſe it. Whither, whicher, 

Thro' what inchanted wilds have I been 

They ſeem'd Elyſium, the delightful plains, 

The happ groves of heroes and of lovers: el 

But the 4 that breathes in then 

Has broke the Für and I am in a 3 
Far from the land of peace. It was but lately 
That a pure joyous calm O'erſpread my ſoul, 

And reaſon tun'd my paſſions inte-bliſs; 

When love came hurrying in, and with raſh hand, 
Mix'd them Sies dll they NOW. — 9 * 
To miſery.— There is no — don 20A. 
This deep, deep anguiſh } this continual W 
A thouſand things! hene er my raptur * 


uns 


CY 
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80 PHONIS BA. 
Runs back a little. But I will not think. 
And yet I muſt — Oh Gods ! that I could loſe _ 
What a fond few hours memory has grav'd 
On adamant. 

Scipio. 


But one ſtrong effort more, 
And che fair field is thine — A conqueſt far 
Excelling that o'er Syphax. What remains, 
Since now thy s to thy ſelf appears, 
But an immediate manly reſolution, 
To ſhake off this effeminate diſeaſe 
Theſe ſoft ideas, which ſeduce thy ſoul, 
Make it all idle, unaſpiring, weak, | 
A ſcene of dreams; to puff them to the winds, 
And be my former friend, thy ſelf again ? 

I joy to find thee touch'd by generous motives z 
And — I need not bid thee recollect, | 
Whoſe awful property thou haſt uſurp'd ; | 
Need not aſſure thee, that the Roman people, 
The ſenators of Rome, will never ſuffer 1 
A dangerous woman, their devoted foe, 

A woman, whoſe irrefragable ſpirit 

Has in great part ſuſtain*d this bloody war, 
Whoſe charms corrupted Sypbax from their ſide, 
And fir'd 'embattled nations into rage; 

Will never ſuffer her, when gain'd ſo dear, 

To ruin thee too, taint thy Shful breaſt, 

And kindle future war. No, fate it ſelf 

Is not more ſteady to the right than they. 
And, where the public good but ſeems concern'd, : 
No motiye their impenetrable hearts, 
Nor fear nor tenderneſs, can touch: ſuch is 

The ſpirit, that has rais'd Imperial Rome. 

| 11 MasSITNISSA. 

Ah killing truth! But I have promis'd, Scipio! 
Haye ſworn to ſave her from the Roman power. 
My plighted faith is paſs'd, my hand is given. 
And, by the conſcious gods l who mark'd my 'vows,. 
The whole united world ſhall never have her. 


For I will die a thouſand thouſand deaths, . 
f | | 1 


S$QUPHD NESPA 
With all Ada in ane field expires rc nw 
Ere to che loweſt wretch,” mich more 0er. 55 
I love, to Sophoyfha;" mean n 1; To! 
I — my word. ure 10 bu R 
Serre. 
oo gui heart a e141 2% 
Thy TY thy © Ln — 
For ever ſacred be thy word, and oath, ... Ba 
Virtue by virtue will alone be clear - 
And ſcorns the crooked methods of 3 
But, thus divided, how te, 0 WP faith 
At once to Romy ind ofho ſow 
To fave her from our — m— yet thyſelf 
From greater bondage this PP ſecret < mg 
Can beſt inform chem. 
1 „ 2 „gin: 8 21 21201 1 
N — op: Min dzont 0 
Theſe wilful tears | — 0 look not on me, alta 
For I'm a child gan. , 
7 PO GUYS OA YT eee 


Thy tears are no EE. 


Tears oft look graceff on the ly cheek. 

The Cruel cannot eng Eben Friendſhip? 's eye 
Gives thee the drop it would refuſe itſelf. 

I know *tis hard,” wounds eyetyibleeding nerve 
About thy heart, thus to. tear off thy Paſſion. 

But for that very reaſon, M/ _ 

*Tis hop'd from thee. The har os me, 
The greater glory. » Wh 125 > {© 
To conquer, rule mankind, 5 Ven * 
In great aſſemblies, honour, 71 25 pleafure, 
While ſlaves at heart? hae] by fantaſtick turns 
Our frantic 7 5 98 9 The very.thought 77 
Should turn our to ſhame, aur feet to bitter; 
And, when the, ſhouts of millions meet our ns 
Whiſper We — 0 ye celeſtial Powers! 

What is it, in 3 torrent of ſucceſs, * 
To bear down nations, and o erflow the world? 
All your peculiar-favour. Real glory N 


Springy from the ſilent 8 of ourſelves; 1. 
And 


SO PHONIS BA. 
And without that the conqueror is naougkt 
Save the firſt. ſlave. — Then rouze thee, Maſini fa! 
Nor in one weakneſs all thy virtues loſe ; 
And oh beware of long, of vain repentance |! 
M as1n1ssa. 
Well! well! no more. — It is but OY too! 


SCENE I. 


Scie1o alone. 


I wiſh I have not urg'd the truth to rigour ! 
There is a time when virtue grows ſevere, 
Too much for nature, and even almoſt cruel. 


SCENE IV, 


ry LEALIUS, 


801 P40. 


Poor Maſi als, Lalius, is undone ; 
Betwixt his paſſion and his reafon toft 
In miſerable conflict. | 
LeLrvs. h 
Entering, Szipis, 
He ſhot athwart me, nor youchſaf*d one look. 
__ on his clouded brow I mark*d deſpair, 
a exe ng with ſome dire refolve. 
falt o' er his cheek too ran the haſty tear. 
It were great pity that he ſhould be loſt! 
Scipio. 
heavens | to loſe him were a ſhock, as if 
1 12 thee, Lelius, loſt my deareſt brother, 1 
ound 


7 


ul —— ed ea — 


SOPHONTSBA 67 
Bound up in friendſhip from our infant years. 
A thouſand lovely qualities cc wy .. 


Only too warm of heart. 8%. JI OL 
| Lanzen 95 
What ſhall be done? 
1 SEMIN” © 
Here let it reſt, vill time abates his on. 8 


Nature is nature, Lælius, let the Wiſe 
Say what they pleaſe. But now perhaps he dies, — 


Haſte! haſte! and give him * angry 
To, tell thee what. — Thy will direct 
Wr 7 i 7 10K 


My daty to the Berg 
Te him himſelf, ſay, * LE . 
I hope returning reaſon, will 
Our Are care. 


e 


Not only ſave, but 6 8 too: 
For both I. fear are in dig pation mixt, 


It ſhall be TORR, 


LE&L1vs. 


JOUNE wn: 
8 | 
01 do ede ahbe tus 


When love * in his added violence. 
Wa 2 r Maſiniſſs fecls! | 


} 
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22 SCENE VI. 


9 0 


esbontena, Prors has. 1 821 


1 


; 3 lp 


Yes; a0 Jones! me. Heavens! how TY | 
But yet I know not What hangs on my ſpirit, * 
A diſmal boding 3 for this Bf eee 
I dread us birthes, this phevailmg Ryman, 
Even now perhaps dedudes the generbus king, 
Fires his ambition with miſtaken glory, 
Demands me from him; for full well he knows, 
That, while I tive, 1 mut intend their ruin. 
PHOEN Iss A. 
Madam, dhe fear. = ber | _ 
'"BoynoyrsBA.. 5 12 4 aa 
00 AN fer fe catch be 
Can Scipio, whom even fame proclaims 
Of perfect honour, and of poliſh*d manners, 
Smooth, artful, winning, moderate, and wile, 


Make ſuch.a wild demand? ie af he could, 
San Ae grant it? Five Hi S queen, — 
Whom love and honour bind him to protect, 
Yield her a captive to tria t Rome? 
Tis baſeneſs to ſiſpedt it; e anon 

What then remains ? — — Suppoſe they ſhould re- 

folve 

By right of-warito- Ene bn for their prize. 
ay there it kills! . What can his ſingle arm, 

Againſt the Roman power? that very power 
By which he ſtands reſtor*d? Diſtracting thought ! 
Still o'er my head the rod of bondage hangs. 


Py * " Tx 
107 


F * 


Shame on my weakneſs! — This poor catching hope, 


This tranſient taſte of joy, will only more 
Imbitter death. 
Por- 

2 


wesen 3 
1 £1g5h Wil decides! oo . 
many ; ft 100 215529 111 
Aintenb nuit ee dre l. 
And ek dreaving Were Foes kön ede Romins,. 


Beſeechhg L m F N their triumph? 7; 
When my free  thould&re Rat jorn'd = 
That gr aſſembly, thoſe devoted Hades, 
Who Forte d to * was loft, 1 
But ere their country "Bhs the Ugh 01 
Where this pal a trenibles wit s ef- 
ſage s? Tx 711 679109 von 2 1519 7 
* 1 A Felle aud Len 1098 
Arab &15 vagin 26 gin vn 2A 
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SoPHONISBA, PHOENISSA; and to them a PTY 


with a * and forms — peer 


I 3g AY 183. \ 35 g 
A AV — oy ny & K+ A 
This, Madan from the King, and this. . BOY 


e Guns wh SOPHO NTSB * Nen : ea6mor 
en Ad dun 74h JK \% cn Wd Arn da u Hal. Stay. . 
BEES NA den ms (Reads 1he Letter.) 2 
Rejoice, Pheniſſa ! Given me e joy, my friend?! 
For here is liberty | My fears are air 

The hand of verry nr year more [ 


Hail! perfecobpeodom, ail biiv | 42:4 bo | 2 f 


12, 1 bee Bruotdrbay T 0 
How mhar? e dr 
Ah Annen 1d ha 
e (Pointing i 1 


0 ee 0 
The firſt of blefings, death. 
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Alas! alas! can I rejoice in that? 
SOPHAs - 


79 48:0;}P. H.ONISBA 
| SOPHONASBA. 
- Shift not thy colour at the ſound of ks 


For death not in a 
Seem not TE bs me; a loſing ps 
Thoſe fond ſenſations, thoſe enchanting 33 
Which cheat a toiling 83 from day to day, 
And form the whole of happineſ they know. St 2 
It is to me perfection, glory, triumpm 1 
Nay fondl r Rs it, cho perſuaded... T 
It were a rk. night without a morning, 
To bees, prefer it! ſince it is 41 
"Deliverance — a world where Romans rule, * 
Where violence prevails And timely too — 
Before my country falls; before I feel | 
As many ſtripes, as many chains, and deaths, 
As there are lives in Carthage. - Glorious charter! 
By which I hold immortal life and freedom, 
Come, let me read thee FIX 3 Again. — — And then, 


To thy great * 
'P Reads the letter aloud 0 


| 2 r Oondoe 
asian to 1 Qurzw. | 

The Gods know with what pleaſure I would fa 
kept my faith to Sophoniſba in another manner. But 
ſince this fatal bowl! can alone deliver ther fromthe 
Romans : call to mind thy father, thy country, that 
thou baſt been the wife of two kings; and aft up to 
the diflates of thy ow yo oo Ar. 7 wil not long N ve 
thee. H * () 


Oh, 710 eie well! galten 
Ye Gods of death ! who rule the Stygian gloom, | 
Ye who have greatly dy d I come! I come! 
{die contented, ſince I die a queenn 
By Rome untouch'd, unſullied by their power; 
So much their terror that I muſt not live. 

And thou, go tell. the king, if this is all 
The nuptial preſent he can ſend his bride, 
I thank him for it — But that death had worn * 


$62 Wowrs#s. 


An eaſier . * . — 
on, te too, t have 

Thek rimes may want ere und 

Live not of ſuch a cordial unprovidecc. 

Add, hither had he come, T eould have 

Him tibw to die. linger nor, remember, 

I ſtand fot ſhi ö the brink of life; 

And, but theſe v — ren f 5 thing | 

(Taking them om! | 

To Fove the high Deliverer I ſhed, E 

Aſſure him that I drank it, drank it all, 

eee e 


ere (Dean, 2 pi 
nevmeveniwOwnNEs 
SCENE VII. 
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nnn My friend! 8 2 
my frivod1-Djſhononr not my death © © 

With womaniffi cornplaints. _—_ not for me, 

Weep for thy ſelf, Phan, for y country, 

Bur not for me. There is a certain hour, 

Which one would wiſh all undiſturb'd and bright, 

No care, no ſorrow, no dejected paſſions, / 1 

And that is when we die; when hence we go, 

Ne er to be ſeen again 3 then ler us ſpread 

A bold exalted wing, and the laſt voice 

We hear be that of wonder and applacke, 

PRONS. W. • bt 
Who with the patriot wiſhes not to de 8 
S0 PHON ISBA." | 
And is the ſacred moment then ſo ar? 
The moment, when yon fun, thoſe heavens; - this 


5 Hateful 


— — — ' — 
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— all de 22 CD == 12 i, 3 - 
And: an, 
Shall ſink at once; 00 5 pf * 
New ſcenes, new Joys, new Jug new: 
Riſe.on a 4 


- 7 : tf 7 13 A 
p ae eee f 
DHA! 4 


8 A Why ors —— chick; 

ile, cen and green, bafore me ties. I 
The land offhlifs, and cverlaſtimg freedom: 
Where walk dae U of me min, 4 


# © 3 4 


One blooming {rnile,,: 5 language, and one country. 
Oh to be there! — my breaſt 9 to burn; 

My tainted heart 8 87 — b we hay! 
How many des, woe ren, 808 ke . 
Muſt fee bb. ang, ere Cart age is no — \ 


Soft — lea 0 M v 
— wer. Tab y ſhivering 
Do this laſt office, and then reſt for ever 
1 pray thee-weep not; pierer ine not with groans. 
The king too e.. — . — my death is full ! 
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210 1 340 291 
Has Sophoniſ - 4 drank, this — 5 3 > 
Oh horror dn hat a ſight· is hete 1-; 
HON EBA. | 


Had L nor drank Mami dn. 
1 had deſerv?d it. 
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SOPHONTSBA. 
MasinissaA. 
0 Exquiſite diſtreſs! 
Oh bitter, bier fate! And this laſt hope 
2 my woe. 
Sor nom isa. 
When will theſe ears be deaf, 
To miſery 8 — Theſe eyes be blind, 
To miſchief n by Rome? 
MAsIxISSsA. 
| Too ſoon ] too ſoon! — 
Ah why ſo haſty? But a little while, 
Hadſt thou delay'd this horrid draught ; I then 
Had been as happy, as I now am wretched ! 
SOPHONTSBA, 
What means this talk of hope? of coward waiting ? 
MMasIxNISs A. 
What have I done? Oh heavens ! I cannot _ 
Without diſtraction, hell, and bu 
On my raſh deed ! — But, while I ta 
ms" what? where am I then? —- Say, "en 
. Ou (25 $54 >» 
Forgive me, Sopboniſha ? 
F SOPHON1SBA, 
than th == — ſa. 
More forgive thee, Maſini 
* thou been weak, and dally*d 15 my free- 
om, 
Till by * Rome enſlav'd; that i injury 
I never had forgiven. 
Masin18s4. 
I came with life 
Lane and I from Scipio haſted hither; 
Bur Death was here before us — this vile poiſon! 
' SOPHONISBA, | 
With life ! = There was ſome merit in the poiſon 3 þ 
But this deſtroys it all. — And couldſt thou think 
Me mean enough to take it? L Oh! r 
This mortal toil is almoſt at an Fae : 
Receive my parting! ſoul: 


"i Prop 


— 


S8 OPHONIS BA. 


PHoOENISSA, 
Alas, my queen 
Masiv1ssA. 
Dies! dies! and ſcorns me] — Mercy Sapbonifa't 
Grant one forgiving look, while yet thou canſt ; 
Or death it ſelf, the grave cannot relieve me : 
But with the furies join: d, my frantic ghoſt 
Will howl for ever. — Quivering! and pale 
Have I done this? 
\  . SoPRONISBA. 
Come nearer, Mafinifſa. — 
Out] ftubborn nature! — 2 
Masin Issa. T 
. Miſery ! theſe pangs 
To me transfer'd were 4 — A moment only! 
An agonizing moment! while I have 
An age of _ to ſay | 
. 1 SOPHONTSBA,,,. . | 
3:4{. .. bur for Rome, 
Might Soi ens happy. Noue thee now, my ſoul! 
The cold deliverer comes. — Be mild to Syphax! — 
In my ſurviving friend behold me (till! — 
Farewell! — *Tis done. — O never, never, 3 


Shall I behold thee mare ! ; 
(Dies.) 


. MSI 7884 
. Dead! ad! oh dead! | 


Is there no death for me? 
(Snatches Lzlius's ſword ta ſtab himſelf.) 
LIUS, 
Hold, NM. nilſa! 

Masi Dreh 
And wouldſt thou make a;coward of me, Liblins 8. 
Have me ſurvive that murder*d excellence? 

Did ſhe not ſtir? Ha ! Who has ſhock d my brain! 
It whirls, ir blazes. — Was it thou, old mm | 


* 1 NARA. 
Alas! % 4 1 Ma ſini ia, ſoftly ! = 
[ct me cod thee to thy cont; I 
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_ Masin1$4. 
The grave 

Were — — But ye cannot make me live 
Oppreſs'd with life! — Off! — crowd not thus a- 
round me!. 
For I will hear, ſce; think no more ! — Thou ſun, 
Keep up thy hated beams! And all I want 
Of thee, kind earth, is an immediate grave 

Ay, there ſhe lyes _ Why to that allid ſweetneſs 
Can not I, Nature! lay my lips, and die! 

(Throws * _ de ber. ) 
Lan 

See VAN the cls of the noble mind, „ 
When from calm reaſon pafſfion tears the why. 4 
What pity ſhe ſhould periſh ! Cruel 1 
*T is not the leaſt aafertiithe 3 in thy train, 
That oft by thee the brave — the brave. 
She had a Roman ſoul; for every one F 
Who loves, like her, his country-is a Rewer. * N 
Whether on Afric's ſandy pla ins he glows, - 
Or lives untam*d among Kiphean ſnows, . 


If parent - liberty the breaſt inflame, _ 


The loom : deſerves that name: N 
E. e ee under frozen 18 Pe 


In Io Exh Britain e may _ 
' The End of the Fifth"A8. 
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| By a FRIEND. 
| | Spoken by Mrs. CIBBER. 


2 W, I'm afraid, the modeſt taſte in vogu 
Demands a Ar , high-ſeaſe on'd * . 
Iſe might ſome filly ſou take pity's fart, 


And odious virtue fink into the heart. 


Our men author ſcruples this aceeds ; 
He Our fp hurts ſound mg and 22 er 
Nor Sophoniſba would he here produce, 

ede model, of no private uſe, | 

Lal es, he bid me Ag behold your Cato. 

What tbo no E Ph. 2 read in Plato? 

Tet ſure 'a, for ber country's ſake, 

A Her e, "MO Cato could not mak nul 

— Already, now, theſe wicked men are ſneering, 
Some wreſting what one ſays, and others leering. 

I vow they have not ſtrength for — public ſpirit. 
That, ladies, muſt be your ſuperior merit. 


Mercy forbid! We - ſhould lay down our lives; 
Like ip old, Punic, barvarous, heathen wives. 
Spare n blood. — But fare the devil's in her, 
Who for her — would not loſe a pinner. 
Tard] how cou ha creature ew ber face? 
How? — TFuſt as you * there — thro Bruſſels Lace. 
The Roman fair, the public in diſtreſs, 

Gave up the * ornaments of dreſs. 


How 


EPILOGUE 


Hm much more cheaply mighr you gain a ? 
— One yard er, 2 e C. e. 
And Gauſe each dec read critic. muſt — 4 ; 
VDur Roman der arg din Gauſe all oe 
Should you, fair patricts, come ta, dreſs ſo >". 5 ; 
How clear might all your — ſentiments be ſeen. 
To foreign looms no longer owe your charms;. 
Nor make their trade more fatal than their arms. 
Each Britiſh dame, iubo Courts her country's Praiſe, 
By quitting theſe outlandiſh modes, might raiſe 
(N ot from yon poder d band, fo. thin, and m__ N 
Ten men, * — 4 ye: 
play, —- ls 41 


But now a : neal about: de 

Auſpicious ſmile on this hit fitft eſſay,” 

Ye generous Britons ! your own Joris in ires 

Let your applauſes fan. their native fire. . 
Then other Shakeſpears yet may rouze the hes 
And other We nn g. 
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N. nature tv 


The rempeſts 2 5 2 * ag vi 
A nucid eabn inveſts che fta, n q 
Thy native deep is fylt of thee 3+ n ns 


And flowering earth. where'er you . 
Is all ies ſpring. Al mum the ſæy. d wren m 
ak genial N the.breeze 5 . vor uk. 
n aging trecs, . 220 
The eder 3 NG their throat, vid? * \ 
The deſart e e 
Ghd- Ger the meads the cattle bou WM 2 
And love and far go found? 5 hots 
But chief, into the human heart 
You ftrike the dear delicious dart ; 
Yow-reach us pleaſing Fane © to know, 
To languiſh 3 juxuriems woe, 
To feel the generous paſſions riſe, 
Grow good by gazing, mild by ſighs ; 
Each happy moment to improve, 
And fill the perfect gear with love. 


Come, thou de lig of heaven and earth 
To whom all creatures 2 their birth; 
Oh come, ged- tender, come! 
And yet prevent our final doom. 


For long the furious god of war 

Has cruſh'd us with his iron car, 

Has rag'd along our ruin'd plains, 
Has curs'd them with his cruel ſtains, 
Has clos'd our youth in endleſs ſleep, 
And made the widow'd virgin weep. | 


Now 
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Y 
eep he 


Ah then! his ſtormy 


rints the humid kiſs, 


heart Contronl: \ 


And Ogh'thy lf inte his foul. . 


Thy 3 we imploee, --\ 


To leave the 5 Idalian ſhore ; 


Long let Hits th 


Transfix us with his golden darts, 
Pour all hie quiye 
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Be he, ſweet god! Hur wr Only toes... wo! 
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Juſt publiſbed MY Alias 300 K H, 
printed for A. NMI LLAR. 


1 relating to the Hiſtory of Mary Queen of 
Scotland; containing a great Number of original 
Papers never before printed: Alſo'a few ſcarce: Pieces re- 
printed, taken from the beſt Copies, by the learned and ju- 
dicious James Anderſon, Eſq; late Poſt-Maſter-General, and 
Antiquary of Scotland: With an explanatory Index of che 
obſolete Words; and Prefaces ſhewing the Importance of 
'theſe ColleQions, in 4 Vols. on a fine imperial Paper, and 
a moſt beautiful Letter, 40. wre 


2. Spring, a Poem, the Send Edition, by Mr. Thomſon. 


3. An Eſſay on the Educati## Sf a young Britiſb Noble- 
man after he leaves the Schools; to which is added, ſome 
Obſervations on the Office of an Ambaſſador. 


4. A Syſtem of Heraldry, Speculative and Practical: 

With the true Art of Blazon, according to the moſt ap- 
proved Heralds in Europe. Illuſtrated with ſuitable Ex- 
amples of armorial Figures at Atchievements of the moſt 
conſiderable Surnames and Families in Scotland, &c. Toge- 


ther with Hiſtorical and Genealogical Memorials FRG 


thereto. By Alex. Niſbett, Eſq; Folio. 
Soon will be publiſh'd . 


6. The Hiſtory of the Church under the Old Teſtament 


from the Creation of the World; with a particular Account 
of the State of the Fews before and after the Babyloniſh Cap- 
tivity, and down to the -preſent Time: Wherein the Af 
fairs and Learning of "Heathen Nations before the Birth of 
Chriſt, are alſo illuſtrated ; to which is adjoyned a Diſcourſe 
to promote the Converſion of the Jeus to Chriſtianity, by 
Robert Millar, M. A. 
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